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To the students who inspire us, 
To the students we have inspired 
Foreword 
On June 4, 2001, fifteen land-lubbing women raised the Jolly Roger of the 
National Writing Project, hoisted the mainsail, and set off on a journey of discove1y. 
Coming from far-flung ports, the shipmates brought together diverse and unique 
experiences, but soon found that they shared far more similarities than differences. 
Steady at the helm, Captains Lisa Williams (Director) and Gloria Horton (Co-Director) 
charted the course of exploration. From the vantage point of the crow's nest, Bosun 
Melissa Shields (Assistant Director) assisted in maintaining a straight course. 
The shipmates spent long, arduous hours testing the waters of reading, writing and 
research. They helped each other find their bearings and adjust the rigging of their 
writing in response groups. With their comrades standing watch, each mate demonstrated 
exemplary teaching practices. Trends and issues were examined at roundtable 
discussions, and daily events were entered in the ship's log. Special guests and alumni 
asked permission to come aboard to share demonstrations, poeliy, and lessons in memoir 
writing. Taking turns in the galley, shipmates served up far more sumptuous fare than the 
usual rations. Given a second chance for falling asleep on watch, a couple of deckhands 
were spared from being thrown into the brig! Through all this, the crew's humor served 
as a buoy. 
With favorable trade winds sweeping their vessel along at a quick clip, the 
journey proved to be a mere four weeks long. During their passage, shipmates tied many 
new knots of friendship, establishing an esprit de corps in their common calling to guide 
students with the compass of learning. They were laden with the treasured booty of a 
well-written anthology. Then, with destinations clearly in sight, they returned to their 
home ports, eager to enlist students and colleagues in continuing the adventure. 
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256-447-9116 256-447-2829 256-237-7853 256-831-7505 
9th-! 0th grade English 9th-12th grade and 
postsecondary Spanish 
Parham Cain Oxford Middle School 
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4th grade Jacksonville, AL 36265 Jacksonville, AL 36265 
256-435-9140 256-435-4177 ext. 936 
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Caryn Hyatt Cleburne Co. Elementary 10th-12th grade 
172 Huntington Trace 5 84 Evans Bridge Rd. 
Anniston, AL 3 6207 Heflin, AL 36264 Sherri Shamwell Discove1y School 
256-237-0480 256-463-2654 201 Water Hill Road G-7 1304 Hughes Rd. 
2"d grade Madison, AL 35758 Madison, AL 35758 
256-772-3312 256-837-3735 
Teresa Johnson Alexandria Elementary 7th grade English 
102 Lai Drive 2121 Alex./Wellington Rd. 
Alexandria, AL 36250 Alexandria, AL 36250 Kelly Stulce JSU Graduate Student 
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4th grade Jacksonville, AL 36265 
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Jacksonville, AL 36265 
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Rainbow City, AL 35906 
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Oxford High School 
915 Stewait Street 
Oxford, AL 36203 
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Humanities 9th-12th grade 
Drama I, II, 11 'h- l 2'h grade 
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9:00 - 9:30 Group Time/Journals/Announcements 
9:30 - 11: 15 Teacher Fellow Demonstrations 
11: 15 - 12:00 Reading/Writing/Research 
12:00 - I :00 Lunch 
1:00 - 3:15 Response Groups (Monday, Thursday) 
Reading/Writing/Research (Tuesday, Wednesday, Friday) 







Guest Presenter--Hannah Baker: "Voices," Student Assessment 
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Guest Presenter--Joan Stear: "Two or Three Stories: Memoirs 
for a New Millennium" 
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Demonstration Summaries 8 
Music, Poetry, and Writing: A Harmonious Combination 
Students love music, so why not use music to motivate students to love poetly and 
writing? Choose contemporaty music that students prefer. Allow students to listen to the 
music with their eyes closed and their minds open. After the music is played, allow 
students to free-write their thoughts and opinions about what they heard. Then, distribute 
the written lyrics and instruct them to label as many literary/poetic elements as possible 
(literary elements are discussed in previous lessons). Next, lead a class discussion about 
the lyrics. Discuss the historical, social, and literary qualities. Last, provide a choice of 
writing assignments: research and write about the historical elements, write a lyrical 
narrative, research the social connotations, or write and perform a song while working 
within cooperative groups. Choose several different types of songs to accommodate the 
diverse musical preferences (countly, rhythm and blues, rap, heavy metal, soft rock, etc). 
Amy Brown 
Which Paper Towel Is the Most Absorbent? 
This demonstration shared how the experimental design method would be used in 
a consumer product lab activity. After a quick review of the metric system, the use of the 
graduated cylinder, and the steps used in the experimental design process, the lab activity 
pages were distributed and followed. Reading two atticles from Consumer Reports, 
students completed a mini-research lesson. They then completed the lab activity with five 
brands of paper towels, calculating the mean absorbency for each brand. Students then 
did a graphing activity to show the mean absorbency for the brands of paper towels. 
Parham Cain 
A Sense of Who You Are: Discovering Your Roots 
The literature in ninth grade English class has culture and ethnic background as 
one of its common themes. "A Sense of Who You Are: Discovering Your Roots" is a 
year-end unit that focuses on the individual student's genealogy. Over a four-week 
period, the students have the oppottunity to research one of their ancestors, write a five 
paragraph narrative essay about the relative, create a timeline which depicts the relative's 
life with concurring United States and world events, and make a two-to-five minute 
presentation to the class. 
Erika B. Clark 
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"Whe1·e in the World Is Flat Stanley?" 
Help your students discover the lost art of letter writing, while integrating map 
and measurement skills. Read aloud Flat Stanley by Paul Brown. After reading the story, 
!mve each student write a letter using the proper friendly letter format. Next, have the 
students cut and color their own flat friend. Then, mail the letters and flat friends to the 
students' desired recipient with a request that the letter be answered and the flat friend 
returned. Several days later, the flat friehds are returned, many times with a letter and/or 
pictures containing information about the visit. As eager students read their letters and 
share the contents of their envelopes, they use an atlas to locate the place and distance to 
which their flat friend traveled. Upon completion of this lesson, students demand more 
letter- writing opportunities. 
Claire D1yden 
Biographical Research 
"Biographical Research" explores a topic that is often overlooked at the 
elementmy level. My students' only prior knowledge about reports is that they are 
something a teacher might make them write if they get into trouble. The goal of this 
demonstration was to give a fresh look at report writing and to use a much-overlooked 
section of our library--the biography section--to write a research report on a famous 
person. First, the participants choose their own topic. Next, they take notes from sources 
under three headings-early life, adulthood, and later in life. The participants then do an 
outline and rough draft. The last step is a final copy. After completion, the participants 
share with poster cutouts representing their person. This lesson allows a writer to feel 
successful at an on-going research task even in an early grade by breaking the task into 
small sections. 
Beverly Harlan 
Wheel of Writing 
Teachers are expected to implement writing strategies that build toward the 
Alabama Writing Assessment given to students in fifth and seventh grades. Thus, 
developing strengths in all modes of writing is the goal of this lesson. Descriptive, 
expositmy, narrative, and persuasive. writing prompts are placed on a wheel for random 
selection. Students are taught how to read writing prompts for key words. Students then 
write from their prompt in the appropriate mode. This lesson demonstrates one way to 
bring variety into using writing prompts. 
Caryn Hyatt 
I i 
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Beyond Wdter's Wol"i<shop and into the Curriculum 
According to the Alabama Reading Initiative, students are not receiving enough 
time to read and write during the school day. To increase the time for reading and 
writing, teachers should devote at least one hour each day to reading and writing. This 
lesson centers on the process used to teach writing during the Writer's Workshop. The 
skills and strategies taught in Writer's Workshop are then implemented across the 
curriculum. A math lesson is used to demonstrate how the students use their writing 
strategies in math. The math lesson compares two different types of raisins. The students 
gather information, sample the products, and analyze their results through an array of 
graph presentations. The students create advertisements, devise a dialogue tlu·ough the 
raisins' points of view, and analyze a web site designed by the Sun Maid Raisin 
Company. Students practice written expression through the creative presentations of the 
advertisements, raisin dialogue, and analysis of the web site. They can engage in further 
creative writing through letter writing to the two raisin companies. 
Teresa Johnson 
Books Inspired by Books 
The variety of children's books can be overwhelming; however, almost any 
children's picture book from fairy tales to alphabet books can be employed to inspire 
creativity in students. Students are capable of "borrowing" an idea from a book and 
creating an original product. Students love the idea of an audience and will be eager to 
produce for it, whether by placing a new twist on an old stoty, extending an existing 
story, creating a drama, or making a new creation from an accessible concept. 
Cynthia McDaniel 
El Album de Mi Familia 
Learning a second language in a classroom can be difficult and frustrating. Many 
students do not consider a second language a valuable skill until it is needed for personal 
communication. A high school Spanish class needs many different experiences with 
personal expression. One activity for accomplishing this is El Album de Mi Familia. 
Students collect photos of th,emselves and nine relatives, friends, and/or pets. They 
mount the photos attractively in a booklet. Then, they write a caption for each 
photograph, including, but not limited to, specified content. Adequate resources should 
be provided so that students feel free to expand the basic format of the assignment, being 
secure that they can "say what they want" with an acceptable degree of accuracy. 
Because the albums are put on display and because students are usually in 
consultation with family and friends about details for the captions, everyone is motivated 
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to achieve his or her best product. Members of the class learn a lot about each other 
during this activity, and students' special talents and achievements can be highlighted for 
eve1yone's approval. The students are so proud of their albums! They will delightedly 
translate their work for classmates and, best of all, for friends who are not enrolled in 
Spanish. 
Anne Kerr 
Authentic Writing from Science 
Authentic experiences facilitate learning and increase retention. This 
demonstration focuses upon the importance of making writing authentic. All writing is 
based upon hands-on, experiential learning activities. Students are immediately engaged 
by dissecting squid. Springing into writing from this activity, students use graphic 
organizers to develop oral language, develop vocabulary, and organize thoughts. Students 
also use this organizer to guide their writing in learning logs. They extend their writing 
through illustrating and diagramming the squid. Other authentic collaborative activities 
include the following: examining two items from a beach box and using a Venn Diagram 
to develop an essay comparing and contrasting the items; identifying a botanical pressing, 
researching information, and writing a "Guide to Native Plants" entry; cooking calamari 
and shrimp and then writing step-by-step directions in "How to Prepare Seafood for 
Dummies"; and creating a shark puppet to accompany a written monologue in the defense 
of the shark. 
Heidi Morgan 
The Acorn People 
This demonstration was designed to use art, reading, and writing to promote character 
education. To encourage recognition and acceptance of individual differences, especially 
those of the physically challenged, students read, or have read to them, The Acorn People 
by Ron Jones. Other classroom activities could include character ati, free writing, 
writing character monologues, researching famous disabled people, and watching films 
such as The Miracle Worker. 
Marsha O'Barr 
Building for Success 
Students who struggle with language and writing can be successful if they are 
equipped with strategies that offer support. Weaknesses can be "propped up" with tools 
such as vocabulaty and word lists. Patterns and templates can provide the structure 
students may need to move ideas from their minds to the paper. Teacher models of 
Demonstration Summaries 12 
writing and group assignments can bolster confidence, leading students to believe in their 
abilities as writers. 
Mmy Oliver 
A Vietnam Experience 
A good unit will interest the teacher and student, allow the teacher to participate 
as a learner, deal with a topic that piques students' curiosity, involve students in topic 
selection, and offer a wide variety of materials for study. This Vietnam unit meets these 
criteria. The unit began with a mock draft to create student interest. Individually and 
together, students read a variety of young adult books, shmt stories, poems, plays, and 
essays to build on their prior knowledge. Students followed their individual interests for 
research papers and used their findings to write and illustrate children's books. For the 
culminating activity, students painted tiles honoring Vietnam veterans. 
Sherri Shamwell 
Connecting George Onvell's Animal Farm with Persuasive Writing and Speech 
It is essential that teachers look for and use connections between writing and 
literature. This demonstration connects Old Major's speech in Animal Farm to written 
and oral communication in the persuasive mode. After reviewing the speech and 
analyzing its components, students learn about propaganda devices and engage in 
discussion regarding their use and misuse by various groups. Students then work in 
groups and to design their own propaganda campaigns aimed at changing an existing 
school policy or implementing a new one. The campaigns should include a poster 
featuring a slogan and persuasive images, as well as a speech. 
Kelly Stulce 
Learning with Bears 
To reinforce a multitude of concepts, I teach a unit on bears. For my 
demonstration, I condensed a month's unit into an hour and a half lesson. I asked 
eve1yone to bring a bear or a favorite stuffed animal from home to use for our activities. 
Some of these activities included teddy bear sharing; a free write about our bear 
accompanied by an artistic rendering of it; measuring each other with stuffed bears, as 
well as measuring our bears with tiny bear manipulatives, teddy bear songs and finger 
plays ( our favorite was, "Going On a Bear Hunt"); and finally, making a paper bag 
stuffed bear, decorated with construction paper, crayons and markers. Eve1yone seemed 






"Education is not to ref 01m 
students or amuse them or to make 
them expert technicians. It is to 
unsettle their minds, widen their 
horizons, inflame their intellects, 
teach them to think ... " 





Moral Leadership: Getting to the Heart of School Improvement: A Review 
Sergiovanni's book, Moral Leadership: Getting to the Heart of School 
Improvement, is a useful tool in the world of educational leadership. He describes 
obvious problems and visions in administrative roles. His book explains why strength in 
leadership varies from school to school and how to improve school leadership across the 
country. I assume that Sergiovanni discusses obvious problems throughout his book to try 
to create possible solutions. 
Personally, I enjoyed Sergiovanni's blunt remarks about leadership: "We have 
come to view leadership as behavior rather than action. We have overemphasized 
bureaucratic, psychological, and technical-rational authority while neglecting 
professional and moral authority." He is saying, in my opinion, that leaders are doing 
what they are told to do, rather than doing what is morally right. Moreover, Sergiovanni 
states, "We have separated the hand ofleadership from its head and its heart." For 
example, I see our administrators shuffling paperwork more often than speaking to or 
working with the students. It is unfortunate that Sergiovanni's comments are exemplified 
in our school systems. 
Sergiovanni also makes reference to his "mystique," which is the world view of 
management theory and practice. The result is a focus on the operation of the school 
rather than the people inside the school. It seems to me that focusing on the income from 
a football game or dispensing money to areas that are not in need could be summed as 
pait of a mystique. The first thing that ran through my mind as I read this is how much 
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money is spent on things not needed because the deadline is near and a system will not be 
granted the same mount of money for the upcoming school year if all is not spent. This 
wasteful act sums up Sergiovanni' s statement: "We do things right, at the expense of 
doing the right things." 
Another interesting aspect of moral leadership Sergiovanni questions is 
utilitarianism. He cites Etzioni by writing: "Interests of the commonwealth become 
primary and the elevation of self-interest raises moral questions." As I interpreted this, I 
related the statement to "doing things the right way instead of doing what is right." Not 
only do policy and procedure eliminate the personal aspects of leadership, but self-
interest also evades leadership potential. In other words, some leaders tend to do things 
for selfish reasons rather than morally correct reasons. Not only is there selfishness in the 
ranks ofleadership now, but educators striving to eventually become administrators/ 
leaders may also be climbing the metaphorical ladder of success for better pay, benefits, 
etc., rather than school reform and moral growth. 
On the other hand, Sergiovanni finds that "91 % of people surveyed agreed that 
duty comes before pleasure." This poll, to me, is misleading. At first, the percentage led 
me to believe that the majority have a duty to the students, the school, the community. 
However, I also wondered if the duty mentioned was to policy and procedure. 
Sergiovanni continues: "Our actions and decisions are influenced by what we believe and 
value." I completely agree with this statement. Of course, what we think and believe 
carries into our behaviors. However, are the majority of leaders doing what they are 




about utilitarianism and motivation; however, his sources are very misleading. 
As each chapter builds from the previous, Sergiovanni reports strong evaluations 
about the bureaucratic authority that exists in all aspects of leadership and the schools. 
He states: "Success will mean seeking new basis of authority for leadership. Bureaucratic 
and psychological leadership are not enough. The goal should be to develop a leadership 
practice based on professional and moral authority." I nodded my head in agreement as I 
read this statement; I agreed that there are administrators and other types of leaders who 
direct orders, dispense papers, and demand a good product. I also thought the opposite. 
Some administrators continually shuffle paperwork, cower down to students and peers, 
and leave the teachers caught in the middle. These two thoughts may exemplify 
Sergiovanni's statements about direct leadership. 
Moreover, I agree with Sergiovanni when he opts to bring the community into the 
schools. One major problem is an administrator who manages the school with an 
idealistic view of how a proper school should operate. The ideal leader, to me, would 
realize that a school is a reflection of the community. For example, curriculum 
coordinators and superintendents should not remove vocational education from schools 
located in poor or middle class towns for the sole purpose of cost efficiency. 
The author also makes reference to "servant leadership." This is an excellent way 
to end the book. Sergiovanni states: "Servant leadership is the means by which leaders 
can get the necessary legitimacy to lead." Thus, delegating responsibility and authority 
does not make a lazy, selfish leader. In my opinion, one cannot concentrate on the goal at 
hand if he/she has to concentrate on what papers/duties come next. A good leader will 
I , 
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establish direction, aid others in reaching the goals, and focus on all aspects of the 
school. Furthermore, the author ends his book with his goal for creating a better moral 
leadership structure. 
'· 
First, the purpose should be to build a center of shared values within the school 
and allow these values to seep into the community. As I have stated previously, I agree 
with this because the school is a reflection of the community. Second, all leaders of the 
school, not just one individual, would be empowered. Leaders would be free to make 
decisions based on sense and moral values. Third, leaders should be able to feel and voice 
outrage when power is abused and goals of education become ignored. Those in the 
community would also be deemed leaders. Fourth, leaders should continue to trust and 
reestablish integrity. For example, teachers and administrators should establish some 
basis of trust and continually reestablish this after pitfalls. 
Sergiovanni concludes by emphasizing his ideas of moving away from behavioral 
leadership to moral leadership. I agree with the author: "Acceptance and embodiment of 
one's leadership responsibilities are important steps in this direction." Sergiovanni's 
book prompted me to reevaluate my goals, responsibilities, and attitudes. If readers 
evaluated themselves after this "eye-opening" book, I strongly believe that leadership 
would reform. However, I do not think it would reform to the high standard Sergiovanni 
has created. As he states ·early in the book, peoples' morals and values cause their 
behaviors and decisions. In other words, we may think twice about our decisions after 
reading his book; however, not everyone will think in the same direction. 
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Is there unity? 
War, then peace? 
A peaceful war? 
Peace, then war? 
Your country--
my country. 
Come live in a democracy. 
Get out--




Why is there a choice? 
Who really wins? 
For it. 
Against it. 
Does it really matter? 
We are free--
It is only a dream. 
Innocents are dead. 
Man, Woman, Child 
Husband, Wife, Son, Daughter 
The Answer 
War, then Peace. 
Why? 
All is quiet--








I was driving home 
Knowing my destination 
As I drove it alone. 
Until 
From the tip of the car 
I looked up 
and saw a new world 
I had not noticed before. 
Suddenly 




Only the sky and the road 
l : 














"He who rides the sea of the Nile 
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BRINGING THE OCEAN INTO THE CLASSROOM 
Incorporating the metric system and offering students hands-on activities 
throughout the year are requirements of my eighth-grade curriculum. One activity 
that accomplishes both these requirements is one on the ocean. I developed this activity 
seven years ago to find the answer to a nagging question: "What is the percent of salt 
in ocean water?" The answer could easily be found in research books, but I wanted the 
students to find the answer through a lab activity. In planning this lab, I knew it 
would require the metric system for measurement and it was an activity that could be 
completed alone or with a partner. This particular activity can be scheduled at the beginning 
of the year as pait of the introduction to the metric system. 
Ocean water must be obtained for this exercise. Over the years, I have gathered 
the water from different locations along the eastern seaboard, as well as the Gulf Coast 
of Florida. I must add that the data obtained in these different locations has always 
concluded in results that were vhtually the same, interestingly enough. 
Students will need a plastic cup, a triple beam balance, a graduated cylinder, a 
page to record data, and ocean water--that' s all. Depending on how much time the 
teacher wants to devote to evaporation time, the amount of ocean water can vaiy. I like to 
use 50ml or 40ml. Students will first need to find the mass of the empty cup. Once this 
is recorded, students are then ready to measure the ocean water and pour it into the 
plastic cup. Now, the cup with water needs to be remeasured and the new mass recorded. 
At this point, I have the students compute the mass of the water itself. They do this by 








time, the cup can be placed on a window sill and left alone until all of the water has 
evaporated. This gives me probably two weeks to continue with additional metric 
practice and activities. 
The students are amazed to see salt crystals once the water has evaporated! The 
students are now ready to measure the mass of the cup with the salt crystals. Once they 
do this, the students must find the mass of the salt c1ystals. The students should subtract 
the mass of the empty cup from the mass of the cup with salt c1ystals to find this answer. 
Only one more step is needed to answer the initial question. The mass of the 
water is known, and the mass of the salt is known, so I have the students set up a 
proportion of the mass of salt. They compute the answer to this problem through doing 
mass of water 
the necessaty division. I have the students take the answer to two decimal places and then 
multiply by I 00 for the answer to be stated as a percent. 
This is not a difficult activity, but the students have practiced metric measure-
ment skills and incorporated math skills. When this experiment is over, the students are 
left with crystals that were once dissolved in water. Now they can look at the crystals 
under a microscope or hand lens and investigate the ocean in the classroom. 
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NO NEW CHRISTMAS PAJAMAS 
Family traditions seem to be joined to yearly holidays in one way or another, 
and our family's traditions were no exception. For the last fourteen years, the age of 
our oldest, we have always had new Cln·istmas pajamas for the children. These were a 
always given on Christmas Eve and worn with great excitement and anticipation. I 
knew that 1989 would be no exception, and besides, it was a special tradition. 
Panama had proven to be quite an adventure since 1987. The United States 
government and Manuel Noriega had been at odds for some time. Noriega's corrupt 
military had infiltrated the civilian government of Panama, and it was widely believed 
that things had to change. Since April of 1987, we had seen coup attempts, student riots, 
and soldiers with guns on almost evety corner. By December of 1989, the tension 
between the United States and Panama had escalated into extreme unpleasantness. 
However, Christmas was on its way, and it was widely believed that conditions would be 
safe during this holiday season. During the week of December 10th, I had finished most of 
the final shopping, and I had even mailed all the packages to the relatives. This 
promptness was quite unnatural, but I thought maybe I was finally getting organized. 
On December 16th, an American soldier was killed by a Panamanian soldier. This 
caused the tension between the two nations to be at an all-time high. The American 
soldiers were on alert, and the milita1y families remained on American-held posts for 
safety. Soon after midnight on December 20th, a friend from Fort Amador called and 
asked if I was hearing noises. I was already awake, and yes, I was hearing noises, too. 
No sooner had we hung up the phone, when the sky exploded into an array of colors. My 
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husband immediately said, "This is it." Our family settled in for a night of sounds and 
sights never imagined. How can one ever forget the blue streaks of light coming out of 
the sky from American aircraft or heliocopters without lights against a backdrop of a 
darkened city? The gunfire was constant and close by. We could see Panama City ablaze 
from our windows. 
I'll always remember my husband leaving the house at eleven A.M. on the 20th by 
literally stopping a military vehicle and catching a ride. My anxiety level took a new turn, 
but I knew at the same time that I had children to keep safe; so I put this new-found 
anxiety and worry on hold for a later time. 
Christmas Day was fast approaching, but our usual joyous excitement was 
subdued. We could not visit friends, and we could only make limited local calls. It was 
sad to feel so isolated when one of the most joyous days of all was almost here. My 
husband and I decided to try to keep things as normal as possible for Christmas Day, not 
wanting to spoil the day for the boys, but normalcy was a hard act to accomplish. I 
finished wrapping the boys' gifts, we hung the stockings, and I even baked a few cookies. 
We decided that our Christmas dinner would be in the late morning on Christmas Day, 
for my husband had to work the noon shift. I would never complain, for we were one of 
the lucky ones--we were in our home, we were safe, and the boys' dad was able to come 
home eve1y twenty-four hours. 
Christmas Eve approached, and the day was quiet--not the usual hustle and 





came down the steps and said, "I guess there aren't any new Christmas pajamas this 
year." My heart just sank. In all of the turmoil, I was not able to buy the boys pajamas. 




Over the years, it has become evident to all my children that Mom will eventually 
find out the truth. In some situations, this has been very painful, and in some cases, it has 
lessened the onslaught of hysteria. This is a true sto1y of how Mom learned the truth, 
kept the knowledge of the truth until the "right" moment, and has enjoyed retelling the 
"tattoo tale" whenever possible. 
Marion Cain, IV, had left for his first year at The Citadel. The house was too 
quiet. A few days after his departure, I decided to clean his room and have it ready for 
his return in four months. I was putting papers into piles, and there for me to see was an 
unmailed letter to a friend. I glanced over the letter, for I knew the friend, and I knew the 
contents would be harmless. I sat down as I reread the letter several more times. Marion 
was telling his friend about the tattoo he had gotten on his arm ! ! Supposedly, we had an 
unwritten code in our family--no tattoos and no body piercings. So much for codes. My 
mind raced with "How this could be?" "Where is the tattoo?" "What is the tattoo?" 
"What will grandma say?" "What will his dad say?" and "Does little brother know?" I 
had a lot of thinking to do. 
Marion was at The Citadel, so there was nothing I could do to him at the moment. 
There was no need to alarm or alert Dad or little brother--that would come in due time. I 
decided to keep this secret to myself. Secrets were not kept in the family either, but 
sometimes, "Mom does know best." 
Marion returned home for Thanksgiving and Christmas. It was so good to have 
him home for these brief vacations. I decided to keep my secret awhile longer. The time 
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was just not right to reaffirm that Mom will always find out the truth. 
Spring break arrived, and Marion and a classmate came home for a few days. On 
Saturday, we decided to go to Southern Pines and watch the horse races. I packed a huge 
picnic for later in the afternoon. Once at the races, evetyone walked around to see the 
horses and tried to find friends. It was a hot April day, and there was very little shade 
near our picnic spot. After lunch, we were all sitting on the grassy bank near the track. 
Marion's friend was really hot, so he took off his sport shirt and was wearing a nice t-
shirt. I knew Marion was hot, too, and uncomfortable in the heat. So in my motherly, 
caring tone I told Marion to take off his sport shitt as well; or didn't he want us to see his 
tattoo ! ! At that moment, eve1y mouth dropped open, and heads turned from Marion to 
me and me to Marion. The comments flew: "What tattoo?" "Who has a tattoo?" "How 
did you know I had a tattoo?" and "How could you keep this a secret?" 
I had unleashed the ultimate surprise, and I had further demonstrated that Mom 








"We cannot change the wind, but 
we can direct the sail." 
Unknown 
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Happy Mother's Day 
For me, May 10, 1996, began like thi, typical Friday before Mother's Day. As 
usual, I had to attend to the last minute details that I had procrastinated about completing 
for the last month. However, I again put these tasks aside to spend the day antique 
shopping with my stepsister in the forgotten old farmhouses and renovated warehouses 
along a fifteen mile stretch of Alabama Highway 280. Daphna and I were prepared to 
spend the entire day looking for bargains and treasures. 
Around four o'clock that afternoon, Daphna made the astute observation that I 
looked worn out. "No kidding!" I thought, considering that I was eight-and-a-half-
months pregnant, due to deliver anytime within the next fourteen days. She suggested 
that I go home and rest because the extreme heat was causing tiny beads of sweat to 
accumulate on my nose and upper lip. Now that my lower back had started to hurt, I once 
again thought my big sister was so smart. So I eased down into my Honda Accord, 
painstakingly fastened the seat belt, and headed for home. On the drive home, my 
stomach began to hurt. I assumed that it must have been the chicken fingers and fries that 
I had eaten at Jack's Hamburgers for lunch. The meal was not agreeing with the baby or 
me. 
By the time I arrived home, I was feeling worse. I decided to take a nap, which 
lasted from five o'clock that evening until seven o'clock the next morning. I awakened to 
realize that it was the day before Mother's Day and my work was not completed. I 
frantically jumped from bed, took a shower, and once again set out to do the things that I 
had stmied the day before. As usual, I made my list of things to do: buy groceries for 
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tomorrow's dinner and buy gifts for my grandmother, stepmother, and aunt. It was of 
paramount importance that I go to the salon to have my hair relaxed and have a manicure 
and pedicure. After all, I planned to look good for the video to be taken and all of the 
photographs to be made before, during, and after the bitth of my first child. 
Thankfully, my Aunt Julia volunteered to accompany me on my day's journey. 
We spent the day crossing off the items on my list. My aunt took it upon herself to assess 
the status of my condition each time we exited a store. "How are you feeling? Do you 
feel okay? Should we take it easy?" This constant line of questioning began to wear on 
my nerves, so I politely asked her to go home. I did not even request her help in unloading 
the seven or eight bags of groceries from the trunk of my car. 
Alone at last! After putting away the groceries, the little bundle inside of me 
decided that it was time for us to eat. My little bundle suggested that we have his 
favorite: a triple-decker bologna sandwich, Dagwood-style. As I placed the last slice of 
white bread atop a thickly sliced vine-ripened tomato, my water broke! There I stood, all 
alone in my kitchen in a puddle of water. My only thought was to find some help before 
my baby plopped out onto the floor. 
I dialed the phone number of eve1y family member within a ten-mile radius 
because my husband was out of town on business. No one was home! Knowing that I 
did not have the wherewithal to boil the proverbial water and tear bed sheets, I made one 
final attempt to find help. Thank goodness, my uncle was home! He drove to my house, 
placed my suitcase in the car, and proceeded to drive around town searching for a female 
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relative to accompany us on our hour's drive to the hospital. After I moaned and groaned 
a few times, he decided that we needed to hurriedly make this trek alone. 
We arrived at the hospital's emergency entrance a mere forty-five minutes later. 
After all of the day's commotion and excitement, my firstborn decided to make an 
anticlimactic entrance into this world seven hours and fourteen minutes after the 
fact-two hours and forty-six minutes prior to Mother's Day; however, he is by far the 
best Mother's Day present I have ever received. 
! ' I 
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Technology in the English Classroom 
In a 1989 publication, Computers in English and Language Arts--The Challenge 
of Teacher Education, one notices that chapter titles such as "English Teachers and the 
Potential of Microcomputers as Instructional Resources" and "Faculty Development for 
Computer Literacy" sound somewhat archaic twelve years later. In these times of 
traveling the global community via the information superhighway, teachers of writing, 
reading, and communications should no longer ponder technology's potential. Nor 
should these teachers consider whether or not they should become computer literate. In 
recent years, teachers of English have discovered the many possibilities available tlu·ough 
the use of technology and are continually updating their technological skills. The use of 
technology in the English classroom benefits students' writing performance, enhances the 
total curriculum, and aids in teacher productivity. 
The accessibility of computer technology has changed the way we work and the 
way we think. In his book, The English Teacher's Companion, Jim Burke asserts that 
"technology is fundamentally changing ... our role of the teacher and our relationship with 
the text" (199). He heralds the benefits to student performance through technology use. 
Burke says that, as teachers of writing, we can afford our students the opportunity to write 
often, write more, and revise efficiently if the students have access to a word processor. 
Our students who are reluctant writers dread the writing process. These writers spend 
more time staring at a blank sheet of paper than they do writing during the brainstorming 
stage of the process. They often feel that they have nothing to say. For these students, 
the Internet can be used to search for writing topics or to refine probable topics. 
1 I 
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Reluctant writers also find the revision stage laborious. Often, they do not want to look 
for errors, correct the errors, or make stylistic changes. Jim Burke says that through the 
use of technology, his students write more because the word processor allows them to 
compose faster. He notes that his students revise more because they say that revision on 
the computer requires less effort. In addition, his students write more because seeing 
their words on the screen is a more authentic measure of amount rather than their 
handwritten words on a sheet of paper. Technology can be liberating for students, 
especially those who struggle with the writing process. 
The curriculum of the English class can be greatly enhanced and augmented with 
the addition of technology. Computer technology can help teachers develop lessons that 
appeal to the various styles of learning. The November 2000 English Journal article "To 
What Extent Should English Teachers Embrace Technology" supports this position. In 
the miicle, Lara Gillian C. Hill states that students "gain much greater depth of 
knowledge and will be able to recall that information with greater accessibility" when 
they watch a documentary on Shakespeare, listen to a mini-lesson on his background, and 
view the teacher's multimedia presentation, which includes pictures, sound clips, and hot 
spots to Internet links (23). Her suggested use of incorporating technology into the lesson 
allows the teacher to connect to learners who are audito1y, visual, or tactile. 
Completing administrative tasks can be done more efficiently with computer 
technology. Spreadsheets or purchased grading programs allow teachers the ability to 
compute grades, track student attendance, and manage textbook distribution. These tasks, 
which once required an exorbitant amount of time and effort, are now quicker, more 
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accurate, and less tedious. Computer technology can also be used in parent 
communications (Hill 24). Posting grades in a secure environment for parent review and 
communicating with parents about present and future assignments through e-mail can be 
accomplished without a face-to-face meeting. This saves time for the teachers and the 
parents. Most importantly, this is a means for parents to constantly monitor their child's 
performance and progress. The use of technology is vital for a more adept classroom. 
Technology in the English classroom should be embraced for its benefits to 
student writing, curriculum enhancement, and teacher productivity. However, as with 
every good thing, caution should be exhibited. Regardless of the medium used to 
prepare, present, or publish information for students, it is important to maintain that 
content is vital. The writing process will still have its necessary steps, reading the 
classics in literature will always be crucial, and speaking well will always be a requisite. 
As was once noted, we are in the business of educating not "edutaining." If computer 
technology is used to enhance and not to substitute for the content, educating will remain 
our business. 
Work Cited 
Burke, Jim. The English Teacher's Companion. Portsmouth: Boynton/Cook, 1999. 
Hill, Lara Gillian C. "To What Extent Should English Teachers Embrace Technology?" 
English Journal 90.2 (2000): 22-26. 
Selfe, Cynthia L. Dawn Rodrigues, William R. Oates, ed. Computers in English and the 





. . "There's a magic in the .distance, 
where the sea•line meets the sky.'' 
Alfred Noyes 
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A Fairy Tale Transformation 
One ofmy favorite lessons is a creative transformation of the classic stmy The 
Three Little Pigs. Creative transformation gives students a stoty model to follow with 
characters, conflict, and resolution. This lesson also introduces the reading skills of 
comparing and contrasting. Students of all ability levels are successful with this writing 
assignment due to the familiarity of the stoty. 
I often relate this lesson to learning how to fish. First, like all good fishermen, I 
obtain the bait my patiicular fish are interested in capturing. Therefore, on the first day, I 
stati the lesson by asking my students if they have ever heard the sto1y The Three Little 
Pigs. The excitement begins with small voices bubbling forth and hands shooting up all 
over the classroom. Susan, a talkative third grader, declares, "Mrs. Dryden, EVERYONE 
knows that story!" "Great, they have taken the bait," I tell myself. Second, I need to set 
the hook so my fish will not get away. The lesson continues with students retelling the 
stmy, as I chart it on the wall map. The lesson for this day culminates with an 
introduction of alternate versions of The Three Little Pigs. The Three Little Javelinas by 
Susan Lowell has a Southwestern theme with a coyote. The second version, a comical 
tale told from the wolfs perspective, is entitled The True St01y of the Three Little Pigs by 
Jon Scieszka. The final version, The Three Little Wolves and the Big Bad Pig, contains a 
role reversal, along with an unexpected ending. I know the hook has definitely been set 
when my class exclaims, "Please, don't stop!" 
On the second, third, and fourth day, I slowly reel them in as I read one of the new 
story versions. On a wall map, using a Venn diagram, we compare and contrast the new · 
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story version with the original story. The wall maps also enable the class to compare all 
of the new versions. 
Brainstorming and mapping are the major focus on the fifth day. I encourage the 
students to write about something familiar to them. I want the students to be as creative 
as possible, so I do not have a long list of requirements. These are the requirements for 
this lesson: characters consisting of three good animals or objects; one bad animal or 
object; a conflict; and a resolution. 
When I first made these requirements, I did not include objects as a choice. 
Robe1t changed all that. Robert was in my class several years ago, but his creativity is 
still fresh in my mind. He astounded me with his mapping skills, using objects as his 
main characters. Robe1t was an obsessed soccer fan: he played it, he lived it, and he 
loved it. Therefore, he wrote his story about the three little soccer balls and the big bad 
tack. He used all kinds of soccer jargon to make his st01y authentic. The part of his sto1y 
I found so amazing was the ending. In Robert's conclusion, the tack is melted into an air 
pump, the very same one that is used to fill up the soccer balls it chased. He proved that a 
third grader is capable of understanding and writing irony. Robe1t had simply followed 
the directions and written about what he knew. 
The sixth day is for writing the rough draft. On the seventh day, the students have 
a conference with me and revise their stories, if necessmy. Proofreading is done on the 
eighth day. Students are responsible for spelling, punctuation, and word order. 
The ninth day is for publishing and illustrating. The students are allowed their 




markers are a few of their choices. I encourage students to be creative and let their 
individuality show in the illustrations. I want the students to feel that their illustrations, 
as well as the written stmy, are risk free. 
Students share their final product on the tenth day by presenting their version to 
the class. Finally, students hear the answer to the question that has been asked since day 
one of this lesson, "Boys and girls, you may take the stories home TODAY!" Deafening 
cheers erupt from my class. I do request that the students return the stories to school, and 
I place them on our bookshelf until the end of the year. I know this lesson is a keeper 
when students prefer to read student literature over classroom literature. 
SUCCESS, what a catch! 
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A Rose 
Have you ever felt inadequate? Many times in my life I've had this feeling of 
inadequacy. I was an above-average student, a decent athlete, a creative and some say 
"talented" artist. Someone might question, " How could you feel inadequate?" I hear 
this somewhat embarrassing question repeating in my head like a bad country song. 
How could I??? 
I believe it all started with my jaded childhood years growing up in Mobile, 
Alabama. I am the youngest of five children in an ordinary middle class Catholic family. 
My father is an industrial engineer with a large paper company, and my mom is a full 
time stay-at-home mother. I attended a parochial elementary and high school where most 
of the students were sons and daughters of doctors, lawyers, and wealthy businessmen. 
Blah, blah, blah .... I'll save you from this excruciatingly painful information. The 
bottom line is--I was spoiled!! 
Everyone around me had similar or better economic means. Did I appreciate what 
I had? Well, that's a simple question to answer-- Nope! Nada! Not even close! Sure, I 
loved my parents about as much as a rebellious sixteen year old could. But this was the 
'eighties--disco, Reagan, Dynasty--the decade of materialism. My thoughts were 
consumed with why I didn't get a brand-new car for my sixteenth birthday. Heck, I 
didn't even get a used model. (Thank goodness, my parents had some sense.) It wasn't 
my pai·ents' fault that I lacked appreciation and felt inadequate. They tried their best. 
Really they did. I remember my father saying, "Your mother and I work hard and do 







was he right! I didn't. 
On April 10,1993, after eighteen hours of torturous labor, my narcissistic world 
came to an abrupt halt when our nine-pound-eight-ounce son, Hunter Chapman D1yden, 
was born. (By the way, if they offer you the epidural early--TAKE IT!) Motherhood 
helped my feelings of inadequacy wane. It was difficult for me to imagine how a baby 
could cause such a profound change. I quit my job and went back to school to attain 
certification in elementary education. This was absolutely one of the best and most 
difficult decisions I ever made. This decision enabled me to spend a great deal of time 
with my little bundle of wonder. 
Soon after completing my certification, I became a mother again, this time of 
twenty-one third graders. These precocious seven year olds allowed me into their lives 
to share their vast emotions. One child in particular needed my motherly ways. Donald 
was, and still is, that child. D.B., as we all know him, is a truly special child. I'm sure 
you are thinking that they are all special, right? One Sunday, the sermon at the church 
D.B. attends was" Why can't we be more like D.B.?" The minister took notice of 
D.B.'s incredible attitude and his ability to accept and love everyone unconditionally. 
Special? Yes! Not too many people can boast of such an accomplishment. I believe I 
have a better chance of winning a million dollars on Survivor than having a sermon 
written about me. 
D.B. has had many obstacles to overcome including a speech and hearing impairment. 
He suffers from a hearing impairment caused by a mother who wouldn't take him to the 
doctor with his numerous ear infections. I use the term "mother" loosely. The speech 
I I 
Dryden 38 
problems were a result of the hearing loss. D.B. needs everything from eyeglasses 
down to his underwear. Most importantly, he needs someone to love and care 
for him. I am that someone. 
On May twenty-third of this year, my feelings of inadequacy were shattered. D.B. 
conquered many obstacles and graduated from sixth grade. We shopped two weeks 
before, carefully selecting his shoes, pants, shili, tie, and even his socks. Oh, how 
handsome he looked! I watched the graduation from the un-air-conditioned balcony at 
the gymnasium. There was a heart wrenching moment during the program when the 
sixth graders sang a sweet song about growing up called "Turn Around," and then they 





Frolicking, laughing, squealing 
I admire your spirit 
Relentless, stubborn, unbreakable 
Sparkling, curious, inquiring 
I feel your eyes upon me 
Defiant, protesting, disappointed 
Softly, sweetly, melodious 
I hear your voice echo 
Loud, piercing, demanding 
Gentle, loving, fresh 
I touch your chubby fingers 
Tough, abrasive, dirty 
Carefully, completely 
















"I find the great thing in this world 
is not so much where we stand as 
in what direction we are moving. 
To reach the port of Heaven, we 
must sail sometimes against it--but 
we must sail, and not drift, nor lie 
at anchor." 
Oliver Wendell Holmes 
-
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Florida's Heavenly Beaches 
Some of the fondest memories of my childhood are the "educational trips" that 
Momma insisted we take. Momma and Daddy were both from a rural area. Momma 
knew that there were not many opportunities to experience histo1y, culture, or new 
technology in my hometown. She made sure that our summer vacations had some type of 
educational value. Many of the trips dealt with Helen Keller, the Indians of Moundville, 
and how a television station works. 
One trip did not begin as any of our other educational trips ofmy childhood. We 
were finally adventuring to the beach! I had hopes of seeing the Florida from magazines 
with all its palm trees and sun-baked teenagers. I got Gulf Shores with all its mosquitoes. 
We began our journey early in the morning, as we did most of our trips. Daddy 
believed in setting out early so that my sister and I would still be asleep when he had the 
laborious task of driving for several hours. 
Our first stop was a gas station. I told my sister that I smelled something on fire. 
In her six-year-old voice, she exclaimed, "It's your breath!" (I guess that is a joke only 
people who have had younger brothers and sisters understand.) 
I waited as long as I could before I commented on the smell again. I said, "I still 
think something is on fire." 
My sister finally turned to look at me. She exclaimed, "It's you that's on fire." 
I had been lying on two crossed wires of a fan that Daddy had forgotten to 
properly insulate. We were not surprised. Daddy was notorious for experiments gone 
wrong. He had caught several things on fire before. His rigging started with the best of 
Harlan 41 
intentions, but somehow always ended with disaster. Once he decided to hook a 
television to a car battery so that we could watch catioons in the van. The television 
ended in a blaze, also. Momma has a rigged dishwasher that to this day gives a tingling 
shock to anyone who touches it when the water is turned on. 
After putting out the fire, we headed on our journey to Gulf Shores. We traveled 
for hours, but somehow Daddy missed the exit. We found ourselves at a Florida 
welcome center. My sister and I thought we were in heaven. We begged Daddy to stop. 
After a harsh glare from Momma, he did. 
We exited the van and found a container of Florida orange juice and an overly 
zealous center attendant. She showed Momma and Daddy wonderful pictures of the 
beach and amusement parks. This lady did not know my family. I could already see the 
words forming in Mamma's mouth. "Do you have any educational attractions?" she 
asked. The woman looked at Momma as if she were an alien. After looking under 
several beach pamphlets of heavenly Florida, Momma found an old, raggedy pamphlet of 
a foti on Dauphin Island. My sister and I knew this pamphlet would be our demise. 
With our destination settled, we traveled back into Alabama. The difference was 
that now my sister and I knew the joy of having everything and losing it. 
When we arrived at our campsite, we pitched our tent. My sister and I were so 
excited that the first thing we did was go to the beach. We jumped into the cool water. 
My sister screamed. I knew it was from pure joy. The scream was actually caused by the 
pain inflicted from a jellyfish. This incident ended the first and last dip we were to have 




We decided to eat supper next. We dined at our "fancy restaurant," Captain D's. 
I can still recite our order-seafood feast, minus crab, plus slU"imp. Daddy's motto was, 
"You get what you get, and you like it." He was not harsh. He just hated !tying to 
remember orders for several different items. 
This time the waitress got our order wrong. She did not minus the crab and plus 
the shrimp. Momma was always very optimistic and turned the mistake into a lesson. 
We took the crab shells home and cleaned them. My sister and I used them for our show-
and-tell during the first week of school. 
We arrived back at the tent and decided to get rest for another full day of fun. It 
began to rain. First, it was only a sprinkle. Later, it was a downpour. The tent did not 
fare well. We ran back to the van. As soon as we entered the van, it stopped raining. We 
again exited to fix the tent. While we were fixing the tent, the mosquitoes were fixing us. 
The mosquitoes swarmed until we were miserable. 
We left that night, never again to return to the beach. From then on, we only took 
educational trips. My sister and I were glad; we were not sure if we could have survived 
another beach trip. 
The only other non-educational trip we took was to Disney World. Anyone would 
think that a child would definitely remember evety detail of such a trip. I only remember 
Daddy complaining about the cost; however, I remember every item in the W.C. Handy 
Museum. I remember his record hanging on the wall and a chair that was actually from 
his home. These are my most cherished memories. 
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I do not yet have children to pass the tradition along to, but I still love educational 
experiences. Mamma's tradition is why I became a teacher. I must confess that for a day 
on my last trip to Florida, I found myself at an Indian museum instead of the beach. 
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Is This What It's All About? 
It happened one day in the middle of the school year. A fresh new teacher entered 
the hall. She was bright and full of life, but she was also terrified. The lub dub of her · 
heatt in her throat must have sounded like a herd of trampling elephants to the children. 
Could she be a success? Could she get through to the students? Why, of course, she 
could; after all, she had a 4.0 grade average in her education classes. 
That teacher was I and many other teachers on the first day. I could take on the 
world. I could teach every student, not just the ones who were privileged. I was 
convinced that I was the best teacher this world had ever seen. Then, the students arrived. 
That first assembly's faces are still etched in my mind--eighteen energetic first 
graders who needed a mother, father, counselor, nurse, and preacher. I nervously looked 
for someone to statt the conversation. I was the only adult in the room. Nothing is more 
humbling than being the center of eighteen children's attention. 
I began the introductions after a long pause. "My name is Miss Kennedy, and I 
am your teacher." I could not believe those words came out of my mouth. I had always 
known I wanted to be a teacher, but now I was actually somebody's teacher. Hey, this 
would be okay after all. I began the spelling lesson with no interruptions. What perfect 
angels these children were! 
Suddenly, there was a loud clamor from the back of the room. 
"Johnny, what's wrong?" I said. 
"Bobby hit me," he said. 
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Bobby then retaliated by saying, "He hit me first, and my daddy always told me to 
hit anybody who hit me first." 
This was my first conflict. I thought I handled it fairly well. I disciplined both the 
boys. 
With that settled, I progressed to reading. Suzy read so well. She could have 
been in second grade. I was so engrossed in her reading that I didn't notice Jim was 
c1ying. Abby, who noticed everything, said aloud that he wet his pants because he always 
did. I tried to cany him to the restroom discreetly as the other children read, but when I 
tried to open the door, it was locked. I called to ask if anyone was in the bathroom. 
Hannah lamented that she was locked in the bathroom and was not coming out. I buzzed 
the office for the janitor. He was at lunch. After several attempts to "pick the lock," I 
finally heard the wondrous click. With those two problems taken care of, I thought, could 
this day get any worse? What happened to those bright eager faces? They were turning 
into monsters who were eating me alive. 
The rest of the day went about the same with one problem after another. The day 
lasted an eternity. Then, it happened. You know, 2:20, that magical time when the 
children disappear. As they paraded out of the room, I thought, "How could this happen 
to me?" I always succeeded. Who was this failure I had become? 
I lugged home my suitcase full of two hours of grading. Once there, I melted into 
the sofa hoping to awake to find this was only a nightmare. I awoke to a horrendous 
ringing noise. When I finally "got my bearings," I realized that it was the phone. I 
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answered it only to hear Johnny's mother screaming, "Why did you punish my child? He 
doesn't do anything wrong!" 
Is this what it is like? Is this teaching? Am I accomplishing anything? Maybe I 
need to change professions. All these thoughts loomed in my head as I retreated to a 
night of partial sleep. 
I continued on this path for several weeks. I hated teaching, and I hated myself. 
The children did not like me very much, either. Then it happened. 
The students were assigned the project of collecting insects to culminate a unit. I 
expected to receive the insects mounted to a poster board. As my students came into the 
room, they all turned in their projects. No one said anything to me. There was the 
occasional pop on the head from student to student with the rolled poster board as a 
weapon, but otherwise, everything was smooth until Cory turned in his project. 
He anxiously handed me his poster and said, "Be careful with mine, Miss 
Kennedy." 
Was that a spark of concern about his work that I heard? I quickly said, "I'll try to 
take care of your work since it means so much to you." I was ecstatic. I could not believe 
I actually saw a glimmer of effort and care. 
My hopes were quickly thwarted when Cory said, "No, I don't care about the 
poster. I just don't want you to get hmt. You see the bumblebee keeps ttying to escape." 
Cory had a row of scotch tape across the poster. He had taped a half-dead, 
wishing-he-were-dead bumblebee to the poster. He added more tape each time the 




This moment was an epiphany for me. I laughed as I had never laughed before. 
This was the reason I became a teacher. I came to the conclusion that it is not about the 
bureaucracy, the apathetic parents, or even grading papers. Teaching is about the hearts 
of those faces that I see in my classroom every morning and these same faces as they have 
their own families. They will pass on the spark oflearning to their children. I am a link 




"Tis the set of the sails and not the gales 
Which tells us the way to go." 
Ella Wheeler Wilcox 




"Talking a Blue Streak": Activities for Vocabulary Building 
One of the cliches that has stayed with me from childhood is "talking a blue 
streak." I can remember a number of occasions on which my grandmother said about one 
of her talkative acquaintances that she talked a blue streak. As a child, of course, I 
wondered how anyone could achieve such a feat, but as I grew older, I began to 
understand that the person who talked a blue streak usually not only talked at a rapid pace 
but also talked, to put it in the vernacular of my students, "a lot" ( or as most of them 
would say, "alot"). In one sense, we as teachers want our students to be able to talk "a 
blue streak," or "a lot." We want them to be able to express themselves well, both in 
spoken and written language. In fact, we know that those students who cannot express 
themselves well will probably fail to achieve the successes we, and they, envision for 
them. Thus, from the beginnings of their educational experience, we teach them the 
vocabularies of their language. If we teach them well, they will continue to expand their 
vocabularies throughout their life-long learning. They will have the tools that will enable 
them to "talk a blue streak" in any situation. 
Our challenge as teachers is finding ways to provide these tools that will not only 
work but will also appeal to the different types oflearners. Looking back on my own 
educational experience, I only remember one way I was taught vocabula1y: I was given a 
list of vocabulary words each week and was told to write each word ten times, define it, 
and use it in a sentence. At week's end, my teacher would call out the.words on the list 
for me ( and the other students in the class) to spell correctly, define, and use in a 
sentence. This process was repeated every week for as long as I was in elementary and 
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high school. Of course, after I took the test, I never had to use the word again, unless I 
chose to. Even in college, I had vocabulary workbooks in my English Composition 
classes. I really do not believe that the vocabulary I have today came from the exercises I 
did in my school classes, although I am sure I gained some benefit from my exposure to 
all these words in this drill format. Rather, I believe that the vocabulmy I have came from 
something else in my educational and personal life-the reading I have always loved to 
do. 
When I was very young, books became my panacea for all the ills of my world. I 
remember, as an elementary school child, walking to the public library, at first with my 
grandfather and later with my cousin, checking out as many books as they would allow 
children to have. I remember making numerous trips eve1y two weeks because five books 
would only last me a day or so, and five was the limit I could check out. I remember all 
the Christmases that Santa Claus left The Bobbsey Twins, Honey Bunch, and Nancy Drew 
books under our Christmas tree. I remember the bookmobile I frequented evety summer 
as a teenager; in one summer alone, I checked out and read 500 books! Not only did 
reading give me tremendous pleasure; it also gave me an ever-increasing lexicon. That is 
why I believe the first thing we as teachers must do to give our students the vocabulary 
for success is to provide them as many oppottunities for reading as possible. 
Knowing that our students come from diverse backgrounds and have different 
interests, we should find ways to allow them choices in their reading (restricting them to 
what is in their reader is just as bad as those vocabulary tests I took for twelve years). To 
do this, we may have to do what teachers often do.best-scavenge! We may need to go to 
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a few yard sales or trade days to buy paperback books; we may need to arrange some 
book-swapping with another teacher in our school; we may even need to spend some 
supply money to buy a variety of books; we may even need to beg for donations from 
some community source. We will collect magazines, newspapers, and comic books. In 
short, we will do whatever we must to make our classrooms a treasure trove of reading 
materials at a variety of reading levels and for myriad interests. We will build time into 
our days for our students to read, and WE WILL READ WITH THEM AND TO THEM! 
Of course, using reading as a strategy to teach vocabulary may meet with some resistance. 
As Stephen and Susan Tchudi point out in The Language Arts Handbook: Classroom 
Strategies for Teachers, much public support exists for teaching vocabulary (both sounds 
and meaning) in isolation (69). Those who supp01t these concepts sometimes really 
believe that readers can make meaning just because they have seen words listed on a 
board or on flashcards, and, perhaps, to some extent, they can. But until readers can learn 
vocabulary in context, they are not truly constructing meaning. 
As teachers, we do have curricula to follow, so all reading cannot be reading of 
choice. Some texts are required. These texts can still be used to teach vocabulaty. One 
type of text, often required, useful in teaching vocabulary is poetry. According to Jim 
Burke, "Poetty teaches us, among other things, about the elasticity of language and 
thereby helps improve our 'language' sense" (56). Burke will often give his students a 
poem with words italicized that might be new or difficult for them. He will instruct them, 
if they are able, to write down the sense of the words' meanings from context; if they are 
not able to do so, they look up the words to find their definitions. He then has the students 
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write an analysis of the poem's meaning in a paragraph of what he calls "thoughtful, 
errorless prose" (56). 
Current events texts can also be used as vocabulary builders, following much the 
same procedure as Burke outlines in The English Teacher's Companion. Such weekly 
news magazines as Newsweek and Time usually contain specialized vocabulary or 
vocabula1y not normally found in most high school and college students' daily lexicons. 
Using these magazines not only gets yomig people connected to what is going on in the 
"real" world ( of which they are often blissfully unaware), but it introduces them to 
vocabulary that they will need in the workplace and in other places beyond the classroom. 
And one of the good qualities of using such news magazines is that they can allow the 
students some choice in their reading because the writings they contain run the gamut 
from local news to world news to entertainment to music. 
One of the ways I have been successful in vocabulary building in my classes is 
through a number of vocabulary games. Regie Routman says that extensive reading, 
hearing, and discussion oflanguage texts, explicit instruction about words, and activities 
such as word games are the winning combination that produces a good vocabulary (435). 
I have found this to be particularly true with the latest generation of students, most of 
whom know only what Latin is because someone has mentioned it to them in a histo1y 
class. This generation, for the most part, will not take Latin as a foreign language and will 
therefore not learn many of the roots from which much of English comes. Unless English 
teachers take up where the Latin teachers of generations past left off, our present 
generation will not have as solid a vocabulary background as preceding generations. 
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Thus, it is important that we expose students to Latin (and Greek) bases. It is also 
important for us to teach prefixes and suffixes, if our students are going to be able to 
make the most of their reading. I use several vocabulaiy games to accomplish this task. 
One of these is "Vocabulary Bingo." The object of the game is to see who can get 
the entire bingo card filled in first by getting other class members to define the italicized 
or quoted patts of the words in the squares. Students must write the correct definition in 
the square and initial it. When I do these bingo games, I do not allow patticipants to get 
all the answers from one person since I often use bingo games as icebreakers. Another 
less noisy option would be to pass out the "bingo" sheets as tests on a particular 
vocabulaiy unit and have each student fill in the blanks on his or her sheet. This is an 
alternative to a regular vocabulaiy test that will give teachers the same information. 
Vocabulaty Bingo 
11 un- 11 Vitality constable Habitable admonition 
"intra-" misinform standard Portable "circum-" 
Morpheme spiritual heroine Multicolor mortal 
Hemisphere "post- 11 dialog Polygraph vocation 
Adventure 11 auto- 11 penniless Vacuous decapitate 
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A similar game is "Vocabulary Jeopardy." Based on the television game, this 
game provides answers in vocabulaty "categories," such as "Homophones," "Don't Stand 
on Ceremony," "Cata-Nine Tails," and others. The students then pose the correct 
question for each answer, earning points for each right answer. This activity, as well as 
the Bingo activity, works well for teaching prefixes, bases, suffixes, spelling rules, 
synonyms and antonyms, and many other aspects of vocabulary usually just taught by 
having students learn lists. 
Vocabulmy Jeopardy 
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"-Able Mable" is a categoty in which all the questions will be words with the suffix 
"able" in them. "Don't Stand on Ceremony" will be words in which the base is "sta," 
meaning "to stand." "Homophones" will require correct spellings of the other word that 
sounds the same as the one in the clue. "Into Port" will elicit questions using words with 
"port," meaning "to carry" as the base. "Cata" Nine Tails contains clues to words 
containing the prefix "Cata-," meaning down. 
A third way to increase vocabulary through game-playing is the Word Tree 
Activity. For this activity, students need a tree outline (I use the computer graphic in the 
sample below.). Each student will be given a base-either bound or free. Using this base, 
students are to create as many words as possible and put them in the "branches" of the 
tree. The base they are working with becomes their tree ttunk. This activity can be 
carried out either by letting the students use dictionaries to find appropriate words or by 
having them rely on their own knowledge to come up with words. Once they have as 
many words in their trees as they can find in the time allotted, they should explore the 
differences that the use of prefixes and suffixes make when added to a particular base. 
Word Tree 
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A variation on this activity is Word Bags. Word Bags are simply baggies filled 
with several bases and a variety of inflectional and derivational suffixes. Students make 
as many words as possible using what they find in their baggie. This variation is a good 
way to help students understand that all affixes cannot be added to every base. 
Another vocabulary game is Word Sleuth. Before the class meeting at which this 
activity will take place, students must find five difficult or new words in a dictionary and 
learn the definition of each word. They must also write a sentence for each word that will 
provide context clues to help determine meaning. When students come to class, they are 
paired with another student. They read their sentences to each other. The listener must 
try to "detect" the meaning of the word from the context clues in the sentence. This 
activity works well as a round-robin activity with one member of each pair of students 
rotating until all students have had the opportunity to "solve" the mysteries of as many 
sentences as time will allow. This activity promotes reading, writing, speaking, and 
listening skills and should add to students' vocabularies at a rapid rate. 
For those ofus who may not be ready to create our own word games, there are 
the word games of Richard Lederer, whose books like Crazy English, The Play of Words, 
Adventures of a Verbivore, and numerous others are filled with language fun. Students 
will love playing the games in these books, and they will learn much about the English 
language while having fun. 
As teachers, we only need to find the right kinds of activities to immerse our 
students in vocabulary acquisition. Once we have provided these explorations into 
vocabulary, our students will be able to transfer the skills they learn from these activities 
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into lifelong vocabulary learning. They will then be ready to talk a blue streak! 
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Caryn Hyatt 
"The voyage of discoveryis not in 
seeking new landscapes but in 
having new eyes." 
Marcel Proust 
June 11, 2001 
Today was the day 
Opposing opinions were on display 
Vengeance ruled the day 
Payment compensated for a crime 
Conscience clouded the day 
Some thought they should put him away 
Fear consumed the day 
Lethal doses injected into the man 
Pain overwhelmed the day 
Many loved ones tried to find closure 
Anticipation ruled the day 
He received all the news exposure 
Arrogance dominated the day 
No remorse expressed 
Courage strengthened their day 
Families of the victims not addressed 
Vindication disappeared throughout the day 
Six years did justice waste 
Corruption choked the day 
Innocent lives it would not replace 
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The Southern Way 
Savoring fried chicken at a family gathering 
Sitting on Grandma's front porch swing 
Driving on Sunday afternoons down endless 
country roads 
Always saying "Yes, Sir" or "Yes, Ma'am" 
and doing what we were told 
Back to a simpler way of life 
Want to lose some of this hurry and strife 
Slow down to get acquainted with family 
Turn off the computer, fax, and T.V. 
Take the time to stroll down memory lane 
Look at how much we stand to gain 
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Writing to Teachers 
Does the discipline of a writer have anything in common with the characteristics 
of a successful teacher? Writers demonstrate the same diligence that is obvious in 
effective educators. Teachers, like writers, are constantly learning. Good writers work 
and revise to improve their writing and are not satisfied until it is the best it can possibly 
be. Good teachers develop their craft in the same way as authors--by hying out new ideas 
and techniques, seeing how effective they are, reflecting on the feedback given, and 
modifying along the way. As a result, teachers can easily relate to the writing process that 
produces a great novel. Consequently, great teachers are also never content with their 
curriculum. 
A writer's work involves relating stories in an enjoyable manner. Teachers have 
the job of creating situations in which learning and independent thought are a natural 
occurrence in the classroom. The author's ownership of his or her writing speaks tlu·ough 
the written words. Similarly, teachers develop a style of presenting information built 
upon their individual personalities. Educators realize students will not remember eve1y 
lesson taught, but they will recognize a classroom in which they had an active role in their 
own learning. 
There are no set rules about how writing should be done. Writing is as individual 
as each author who picks up a pen. However, once writers are composing freely and 
purposefully, they are ready to refine their skills. Similarly, there is no definite 
curriculum to guarantee success in the classroom. Tlu-ough working closely with each 
child, teachers learn to recognize how students learn and how to redefine their lessons. In 
the same way writers travel through the writing process, growth as a professional 
educator becomes an individual journey. 
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Writing takes time. Growing into the most effective teacher is also a work in 
progress. As educators build on each year throughout a child's education, they realize 
they can gain insights into how students learn best. As their careers progress, teachers 
can determine when they are successful. In some aspects, what makes a good writer also 
makes a great teacher. Like writing, a love for teaching comes from the heart. Both 
writers and teachers possess a desire to make a lasting impression on another's life. 
I , 
' ' ' 
' 
I 
' I , 
' ' 
Teresa Johnson 
"Dive into the sea of thought, and 
find there pearls beyond price." 
Moses Ibn Ezra, Shirat Yisrael 
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Am I Truly Teaching Writing? 
Writing is a process of thought. How do we perceive ourselves as writers? Do 
we perceive ourselves as creators, negotiators of thought, expressing ideas? As teachers, 
we teach our students the process of writing, often within a five-step process. But are we 
really doing our students an injustice? We want to teach the students that there are 
methods to follow in transporting our thoughts into viewable form. But sometimes, our 
best and deepest thoughts are not in a set order or pattern. Sometimes these thoughts 
have to be inspired, coaxed, and pulled into being. Within the stages of writing, there is 
no set definition of a growth of thought. 
Writing a piece is not concrete. I want my students to acquire a thirst for writing 
and to view writing as a work in creation, much like a painting. Its origins can shift and 
move into different beings. New creations could emerge at any time and at any place. 
For example, I find myself thinking of new topics to write about all the time while I am 
driving, taking a shower, or even washing the dishes. An honest piece of good writing 
desires to come forth. It begins to take a life of its own; thus, I am merely the one that 
helps mold it into shape. I allow the writing to emerge into existence. Dare I take the 
time to produce the writing? I do not want my students to believe that all writing has to be 
a great, wonderful, defined, and edited piece of writing. 
I want them to think of writing as a true method of creation they control. 
According to Ralph Fletcher, writing has become less intimate and more controlled.(23) 
When one reads a piece of writing, one expects to learn something about the writer, to 





follow an outline as new viewpoints begin to emerge. As a writer takes the time to dwell 
within his or her own thought process, he or she may begin to see different aspects which 
were never allowed to surface. Writing stretches that ability to search the inner thoughts 
and very soul of a person's perspective whether it be in creation or narration. Fletcher 
states that the writing process has helped to demystify the very act of writing. As teachers, 
we should focus on "remystifying" the act of writing (23). Our thoughts are not 
uncluttered. 
Writing is an illogical, magical process. There are more impotiant aspects within 
a piece of writing than technique. Tenderness, truth, voice, and authenticity are all part of 
the magic. As a teacher, I am tempted to describe a foundation or process to follow to 
teach my students to write, but to do only that will have defeated my purpose in really 
teaching my students to become writers. I am a teacher of writing, and I want my students 
to see themselves as writers and to view writing as a lifelong endeavor. In doing so, I will 
not have squelched the vety essence of the power of writing. 
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Ode to Jessica 
A Foster Child 
Hold your head up, dear Jessica. 
Raise your eyes ... and your spirit. 
Capture the simple wonder in life 
And the magic within it. 
Run to discover its beauty 
For silent secrets to know 
Like the path of the bumblebee, 
Or how high it can go. 
Listen to the whisper of the wind. 
Gently sway in the swing 
As our world hustles about you 
Missing everything. 
While your days are still young, 
Before life's tiresome chains 
Romp within what others will miss 
as the freedom of childhood wanes. 
The smoothness of a rock 
gently rests in your hand, 
And you gaze toward the sky 
Quietly searching to understand. 
Listen to the whisper of the wind 
Gently sway in the swing. 
Sadly, the world hustles about you 
Missing eve1ything. 
Time surrounds and engulfs you 
While the hours you chase 
As pockets of sweet sunshine 
Gently dance on your face. 
Your hair is like fire, 
Your glow toward life--inspiring! 
And with all that you are, 
It's the family you're desiring. 
Listen to the whisper of the wind 
Gently sway in the swing. 








I I . 
Anne Kerr 
"for whatever we lose (like you or a me) 





When I was very small, I lived in a mythical world. On my kindergarten 
playground, a giant magnolia hid a secret cave under its branches. There, my first true 
love ruled like Robin Hood over his chosen gang, and I, age five, was his Maid Marian. 
Before kindergarten, before the magnolia tree, I had "owned" an invisible dog, a 
shaggy Fido, who could not be left at home and must accompany my mother and me to 
the grocery store and the Farmer's Market. Also, during the same year, my idol, Mmy 
Margaret, moved to another city, and, to my mother's dismay, I became Mmy Margaret 
for several weeks and would not answer to any other name. I even refused to eat foods 
that were not Mary Margmet's favorites. 
After Fido and Maty Margaret no longer lived with us, but before the magnolia 
gang became my solace, I caused my mother great consternation by trying to learn to fly. 
She never told me Fido wasn't real, and she patiently waited for the Mary Margaret 
drama to end, but she shamed me about flying. 
I learned about angel wings in Vacation Bible School. Even though it was the 
grown-ups who had sculpted the wings from coat hangers, I thought the plan looked 
simple enough. And I was certain that ifI shaped the hangers perfectly, they would lift 
me right off the ground, so that I could soar free and weightless. 
Within a few days, I was able to collect enough coat hangers from our closets and 
sneak them outside to begin my experiment. Our house was on a short, unpaved street, 
and I chose the street-side edge of the lawn as my runway. 
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My hands ached from bending and re-bending the stubborn wire. Time and again, 
I modified the shape of the wings, tossing the rejected ones in a pile. Time and again, I 
hurtled down the runway__:_straining, begging for just one moment of lift-off. 
Time and again, I failed, gasping for air, wiping sweat and dust with grimy hands, 
wiping tears-finally stomping out my frustration on the earth itself. 
The sun was setting. My mother, ang1y, shouted from the screen door. I had 
ruined her coat hangers. I had displayed my silliness in front of the neighbors. How 
could I possibly think that little girls could fly? 
* * * * * * * * * 
Some years later, my mother determined that I had a talent for music. She 
sacrificed to pay for piano lessons, but I was a half-hearted pianist. What I loved most 
was to sing, and I would spend my practice time accompanying myself while I belted out 
Broadway show tunes and "My Secret Love." The one time I dared to ask for voice 
lessons instead of piano, my mother just looked at me. 
I was fo1iy-eight years old before I got my singing lessons-forty-eight years old 
and sounding timid and choked like a child. But I sounded better at forty-nine, and better 
still at fifty. At fifty-one, I sang with an orchestra for the first time, and at fifty-three, I 
performed a solo recital. Then, at fifty-five, I learned to fly. 
A group of professional musicians came to our church to perform a mass, lavishly 
embellished by old, old hymns played Dixieland style. Our choir was to sing backup to 
the professionals, and Jeanne, the featured performer, pulled the program together in a 
short rehearsal. 
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I was appointed soloist for "Amazing Grace." In rehearsal, when I sang, the 
instruments stopped. They said I was beautiful, I made emotions rise. I was to sing a 
verse of this beloved hymn with only the clarinet as accompaniment. 
Soon, the audience filled the pews, and the performance began. The angels in the 
arches danced, and the congregation clapped and swayed with the celebration sounds of 
Jeanne and her band. Then, the clarinet began its solo verse of"Amazing Grace," 
embellishing the melody, haunting. 
Our church is a perfect space for music, with stone and wood, no carpet to 
swallow sound, and a grand vault which transforms chords into symphonies. As the last 
notes spun from the clarinet, I rose from my place in the choir. That night, at fifty-five, 
my voice filled our small cathedral, and that night, I knew my music had also filled its 
soul. 
I sang simply, while the clarinet wove texture around the melody. We were 
celestial. I arched the phrases, projecting into the vault so that the sound could shower 
down on the congregation. We seemed suspended above the earth. I was disembodied, 
weightless, rising with the sound ofmy own joy. 
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La persona que mas admiro 
A Writing Activity for Spanish II 
It is parents' visitation day at my school. Mexican music is on the stereo, and a 
travelogue video about Spain is running on the television screen. Student p01ifolios are 
available to be inspected. I have posted our syllabus, a calendar of events, and a set of my 
rules and expectations. I have displayed our textbooks, and I have a handout about study 
skills to give each parent. 
But where do visitors look first? They go straight to the bulletin board in the back 
of the room where the second-year students' essays are displayed. Sons and daughters 
point out the essay they wrote themselves or the one written by a best friend or sibling. 
They point out the ones written about church leaders or neighbors. They translate for 
their parents. They run upstairs to remind the girls' athletics coach to come down to see 
the essay written about her. The most elusive of all the goals of my curriculum is being 
met-my students have used their own Spanish "voices" to reach out to the community. 
La persona que mas admiro is an easily-implemented activity that has become a big hit. 
La persona que mas admiro (The Person I Admire Most) is a writing activity that 
I use with Spanish II students as an applied review of Spanish I skills. It is included in 
my plans around the foutih week of the year as a way to summarize and synthesize. 
First, we read a Spanish essay in their textbooks. In this essay, a young person 
describes two relatives-age, relationship, physical characteristics, personality traits, 
careers, and behaviors. One relative is a positive role model, and the other is not. The 
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author has made the correct choice about which relative should be admired, and we 
discuss implicit and explicit values about role models. 
Then, my students write their own essays in Spanish. They are instructed to cover 
the same issues as the model, but they are guided to write about only one admirable 
person. They do not have to choose a relative, but they must write about someone they 
know personally-no rock stars or comic book heroes, please! 
Although a second-year Spanish class has very limited vocabulary and syntax 
skills, we still use proper five-paragraph essay format. For this essay, I require a 
minimum of eighteen sentences and suggest a maximum of twenty-four sentences. If a 
student meets the content requirements, he or she will have applied all the essential 
grammar skills from the Spanish I year. 
All students can be successful with this assignment. I model introductions, 
conclusions, and organization for the supporting paragraphs. Students may adopt my 
models or be more creative. They are allowed to adapt sentences from the model essay to 
use in their own writing. Those who are ready and willing to be more ambitious are 
directed to the more expansive syntax models and vocabulary lists in our textbook and to 
the dictionaries. 
Students compose first drafts, edit in peer groups, and have conferences with me 
before the final product is presented. The final drafts must be typed or handwritten in ink 
with no visible corrections. A student may be rewarded with bonus points points if the 
essay is displayed mtistically. The majority will attach photos and mount the essays on 
construction paper. Some will also add symbolic art work. Because these essays are 
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"gifts" to people they admire, my students take special care with the correctness of the 
writing and with the final appearance. Almost all of my students earn high grades. 
On "deadline day," students read their essays aloud and exhibit their displays. I 
never have to remind the class to listen to the Spanish for comprehension. They listen 
eagerly and offer comments after each reading. 
This past year, Amber's essay was the one that gave me the most joy. Amber is a 
ve,y bright young lady. She wins awards for her talent as a pianist, and she is a 
committed athlete, playing on every girls' team offered at our school. Her Spanish work 
is superior when she takes time with it, but her consistent attitude in my class was 
defeatist and cynical. She frequently asked to leave my room to help the choral teacher, 
or she kept herself withdrawn from class activities. I believe she resisted because it is 
difficult to perform perfectly as a novice in a second language, and Amber is a 
perfectionist. 
Neve1iheless, Amber engaged La persona que mas admiro with energy. She 
brought her first draft to me fearfully, expecting me to "rip it to slu·eds," but I could only 
find two small errors. The entire product was superior in format, content, and correct 
usage. When Amber presented her final draft, carefully and beautifully illustrated, she 
did so with great pride. She did not make a single cynical remark or ask to leave my 
classroom even once for tlu·ee whole weeks following deadline day. 
I love this assignment because the students love it. Each one makes a real effort 
to accomplish the dreary grammar tasks involved because they see the value of producing 
a first-class presentation. This assignment not only motivates my students to strive 
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diligently for skills objectives; it also motivates them to use Spanish as a part of their own 
lives and to display that use to the school and community. 
Amber's "persona que mas admiro" was her much-beloved coach-our only female 
coach, young and wonderfully deserving of eve1yone's admiration. Coach Freeman is 




"What we do isless than a drop in 
the ocean. But if it were missing, 
the ocean would lack something.'' 
Mother Teresa 
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Kool-Aid Carrots and Spitblack 
When I was a little girl, I loved a candy called Lik-A-Stik. It is the sugary powder 
that is in pixie sticks, along with a hard, flat candy stick. The powder stuck to the stick 
after it was licked. It was a burst of tart, sweet flavor that spread quickly throughout the 
entire mouth. There was a little store at Smith's Crossroads, but it wasn't within walking 
distance, and in those days, adults didn't drop everything to drive children to the store to 
buy candy. Neither was candy a staple in the pantry. It was for special occasions. 
I never considered myself creative, but looking back, I see moments of creative 
genius. One such moment was on Rabbittown Road when I wanted a Lik-A-Stik so badly 
I could almost taste it at Smith's store from seven miles away. I did say almost, and it 
would be days before we got back to the store. I went looking for something to satisfy the 
sweet-tooth that has plagued me my entire life, and as usual, the refrigerator held only 
junk. By junk, I mean the usual: milk, uncooked meat, catsup, lettuce, carrots, and so 
forth .... "Wait a minute. Carrots, hmmmm." I looked in the panliy and smiled smugly 
when I laid my hands on an envelope of bright red, cheny Kool-Aid! 
I found Aunt Mable on the glider, under the big oak tree in the front yard, 
snapping green beans. I had to explain my intentions when I asked for the Kool-Aid and 
sugar instead of just asking ifl could make Kool-Aid, but Aunt Mable just laughed and 
said she didn't care as long as I shared. I wasn't worried about that. Gaty Wayne was too 
little to eat what I had in mind, and Brenda and Benny didn't like Lik-A-Stik, even from 
the store. I was sure they wouldn't touch my homemade stuff with a ten-foot pole. 
I 
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When I peeled that carrot and used it to stir the sugar and Kool-Aid, it was the 
start of something wonderful. Of course, everybody thought it was the silliest thing I'd 
done so far. My mouth was stained either red or purple or orange for the rest of the 
summer. 
One day, Mamaw took me to play with Karen Sue, who was right around my age. 
She was staying with her grandmother, too. I'm not sure how, or if, we were related, but 
Brenda and Benny Allen and I always called Karen Sue's grandmother Aunt Maudale. 
Aunt Maudale was a dipper. By that, I don't mean Kool-Aid and carrots. She dipped 
snuff. 
Karen Sue and I were totally fascinated, but we were also a couple of chickens. 
We had heard stories of kids getting sick off chewing tobacco and cigarettes, and we 
figured if you could get sick from those, there was a good chance we might die from 
snuff. But still, to spit black would be so neat. We quietly borrowed her little round 
snuff tin just to check it out. Surprisingly, the snuff was a light brown powder that 
looked just like Hershey's cocoa. "Wait a minute. Hershey's cocoa, hmmmm." 
If Brenda and Benny Allen thought Kool-Aid carrots were stupid, they were going 
to love this one. Karen Sue and I "bonowed" some cocoa from Aunt Maudale's kitchen 
and "snuck" around behind the barn. In some other patt of the countty we may have 
"sneaked," but in the South, we snuck, and we didn't want anyone else to know just yet. 
The cocoa was very bitter, and we knew right away we needed to add sugar. So, 




mix just right, but before lunch, we were spittin' black all over the place. Of course, we 
got told on before the others finally figured out just what it was we were spittin'. Mamaw 
and Aunt Maudale thought it was a great joke, and "spitblack," as we called it, was the hit 
of the summer. Kids were spittin' black from one end of the valley to the other. 
NOTE: "Kool-Aid Carrots and Spitblack" is an excerpt from a larger piece in progress 
called Get Along Home, Cindy, Cindy, which is a series of short vignettes centered on my 




It may be difficult for a teacher who has never taught outside his or her area of 
certification to understand the frustration of doing so. An accurate description could be a 
first-year teacher minus any enthusiasm he or she might bring to the classroom. An 
experienced teacher with plenty of ideas may think to herself, "How hard can this be? I 
have the teacher's edition. I know how to teach." But when the students walk through 
the door, reality arrives with them, along with self-doubt and anxiety. 
My first year of teaching language arts to gifted students began much this way. 
Although my undergraduate background is in the social sciences, I have a certification in 
gifted, which allows me to teach any subject to gifted students. I have done writing 
experiences in my pullout program and have a competent grasp of grammar, so while I 
wasn't overly confident, neither was I overly worried. 
While the year could not be termed a total defeat, it could not be called a success. 
Overall, I was disappointed with the job I had done. I felt as though I had let my students 
down, as well as myself. In my pullout program, I had never given students grades and 
was, therefore, ill at ease with the evaluation process. I second-guessed every lesson, 
wondering ifI was putting too much or too little emphasis on grammar. I questioned not 
only the quantity of writing my students were doing, but also the quality of the 
assignments. As a resource teacher for gifted students, I had never been accountable to 
measures such as the Standard Achievement Test ninth edition, The Alabama Writing 
Assessment, or the Alabama High School Graduation Exam, and for the first time, I felt 
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the pressure of that accountability. Therefore, I realized that I needed to seek professional 
development to help me meet this challenge of teaching language arts. 
When the application for the National Writing Project was posted in the 
workroom, I knew that I simply had to do something. Even though I wasn't very well 
informed about the project, the information on the application looked promising, and I 
certainly did not want to face another year like the one just past, so I applied. 
It does not matter what profession one is in, if a person is interested in increasing 
his or her skill or improving his or her performance, the best advice available is to 
surround oneself with the best. One should seek the most expert, dedicated professionals 
in the business--the ones who care. This practice never fails to enhance one's potential or 
to inspire one to do a better job. 
I have encountered a group of eighteen such professionals. The inspiration and 
the practical applications I will take into my classroom this fall are perhaps the best I have 
ever come across. Unlike most professional development experiences I have 
encountered, I have been completely involved in every aspect of the learning experience. 
I hold new confidence in my ability to lead my students to write. Terms such as journals, 
writing portfolios, voice, assessment rubrics, response groups, writing response journals, 
captured talk, and self-assessment jockey for position in my overcrowded mind as I 
contemplate not "what in the world am I going to do?" but "what will I do first, and how 
will I organize to fit it all in?" My son once asked me, "What would you do if you 
weren't afraid?" I replied, "Write." I may not succeed, but I am no longer afraid. The 
growth of my personal writing has been similarly affected by this experience in the 
National Writing Project. 
Heidi Morgan 
"O'er the glad waters of the dark blue sea .. 
Our thoughts as boundless, and our souls as free,.,, -""--,_. 
Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam, 
Survey our empire, and behold our home! "' • - ----
These are our realms, no limit to their sway. , . " 
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Sleeping Sitting Up 
Towels? Towels! What in the world were towels doing in the trunk? There I sat 
in my wheeled chariot, hair greasy enough to oil a dozen cake pans, thanking heaven 
above that towels had miraculously appeared in the trunk of the car. Filled with the relief 
that only comes from finding a solution to an unanticipated problem, my husband 
carefully folded each towel in thirds and placed them in the curve of the seat. Then, as 
gingerly as a child graced with the first occasion to serve grandma a cup of tea in mama's 
best china, he placed our new son in the infant car seat. You see, you cannot take a baby 
home from the hospital without a car seat. We had a car seat. That wasn't the problem. 
Born five weeks early, Gregory was only 17 inches long. When we placed him, unaided 
by towels, in the car seat, the buckle completely covered his face. His sister Hannah, who 
was 19 inches long, did not have this problem. And so, we began our journey home from 
the hospital with our first children. 
Surely, every new parent is universally as na1ve as we were. After the undivided 
attention of an entire nursery staff, the first night home alone with two brand-spanking-
new babies proved an exercise in futility. A cradle was positioned beside each of us 
when my husband and I finally collapsed into bed. With Gregory assigned to Papa, I lay 
sentinel, peering into Hannah's Noah's Ark cradle, waiting for her to drift off to sleep. 
Alas, it did not happen. Going to sleep while a baby lies awake was inconceivable to 
me! Finally, I sat up in bed, cradling my tiny daughter in my arms, studying her dainty 
lips drawn together in the perfect shape of a tulip. We spent the entire night examining 
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the flickering shadows of the night-light on the ceiling and singing lullabies. Compared 
to what was to come, that night proved to be idyllic. 
The ve1y next day, Gregory began to show signs of apathy. He would not eat. 
Frantic with worry, we called the pediatrician. In that comfo1ting tone reserved for first-
time mothers, the doctor assured me that all would be well. Gregory simply needed to be 
put on a feeding schedule. This supposedly would condition him to eat (remember 
Pavlov and the salivating dogs?), thus ensuring that he would thrive and grow. So began 
the feeding ... every hour, on the hour, around the clock. Bent upon this life-important 
mission, I soon found that the feeding schedule took on a life of its own. 
My eyes constantly sought the nearest watch, clock, or timepiece. Filling bottles, 
measuring the number of ounces taken, recording it in the feeding log, and calculating 
how many more ounces were needed that day to maintain growth became an obsession. 
Before long, I could not keep Hannah's intake straight from Gregmy's. It was easier to 
put them both on the same feeding schedule. 
Then, just to enliven things a bit, Gregory developed reflux. Reflux is the 
inability to keep what is ingested in the stomach. Gregory could hit dead center of a 
bull's eye with projectile vomit. Now, not only did he have to be fed eve1y hour, on the 
hour, round the clock--he also had to be held upright for twenty minutes following eve1y 
feeding. Terrified that he would smother in his own vomit, I swaddled him snuggly in a 
receiving blanket and placed him on his side in his cradle. To keep constant vigilance, I 
placed his cradle so that it touched my side of the bed. Like something in a movie 
starring Tom Hanks and Goldie Hawn, nighttime would find me sleeping upright, on a 
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study-buddy pillow, glasses on, the baby monitor positioned in the cradle near Gregory's 
head, the alarm clock in one ofmy hands, and the monitor's receiver in the other! 
Now initially, the hubby was stalwart in taking every other feeding during the 
night. That is, until I, in complete and total selflessness, decided that since I did not have 
to work during the summer and he did, I would just get up during the night with the 
munchkins by myself. After six weeks of this routine, I fully appreciated the value of 
torture by sleep deprivation. By then, caught in the stupor of making up an overdraft in 
his sleep bank, hubby could not be awakened during the night--short of drop kicking him 
out of the bed. It then occurred to me that several of my friends had initiated divorce 
proceedings at about this point with their first child. 
While Gregory did grow and no longer need hourly feedings, we had literally 
taught him not to sleep through the night. Then, with the subsequent pregnancy and birth 
of his and Hannah's little brother Aubrey, it would be seven long years before I had the 
opportunity to sleep through the night. Even then, after carrying twins with a combined 
weight of twelve pounds and another baby weighing in at nine pounds, an uncooperative 
bladder would keep me from uninterrnpted sleep. 
In retrospect, I don't think it coincidental that Gregory began to thrive when we 
placed him in the same cradle with his sister. Having been next to her from the vety first 
beat of his heart, I believe his apathy began when we placed him in his own cradle, 
separating him from his sister. As different as night and day, they are still inseparable. 
Wondering When? 
When will grief ever let go? 
Turning loose its tight clench on my heart, 
Not welling up from the depths ofmy soul 
Taking me back to the start. 
When will the wistful refrains of a song 
Or a scent on the breeze from the past 
Not make me linger too long 
On a sorrow that just seems to last? 
When will the suffering of those who were lost 
And the sorrow of those who remain 
Not suddenly cause me to falter, 
So deeply reliving their pain? 
When will that day of serenity come 
When only with fond remembrance 
Those who were loved and taken 








Marsha O 'Barr 
"A great pilot can sail even when 
his canvas is rent." 
Seneca 
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I've Taught Students 
I've taught students. 
I taught a student who put a pickled fish in my lunch box, one who put a green 
snake on my desk, and another who left love notes. 
I taught a student in a wheelchair, one who walked with the aid of aluminum 
crutches, and one who leaped over desks. 
I taught a student who gave his bright mind over to drugs, one whose mother was 
in prison, and one who is now in prison himself. 
I taught a student who took a life and another who gave life. 
I taught a student who cleans my teeth and another who repairs them. 
I taught a student who is an aerospace engineer and one who engineers trains. 
I taught a student who cursed me, one who hated me because his mother 
abandoned him, and another who called me mother. 
I taught a student who broke my heart and another who put my heart back 
together again. 
I taught a student who teaches others. 
I taught a student who taught me. 
I've taught students. 
Inspired writing by Joan Stear 
Writing Workshop 2001 
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My Students Speak 
Ken Macrorie, Professor of English at Western Michigan University, believes that 
the best writers write freely and truthfully in their own voices. (Macrorie "Introduction") 
As a seventh grade English teacher, I strive to create a classroom enviromnent that 
gives my students such freedom with their writing. My students do have voices, 
distinctive voices, that sometimes go home with me and trouble my sleep. I often 
struggle with effective and appropriate ways to answer these "voices." 
Some of these voices are quite humorous. I have been entertained with accounts 
of disastrous family vacations and mishaps. One student struggled with his writing for 
most of the school year. He never wanted to write more than one paragraph on his essays. 
I was then thrilled when he finally wrote more than one page, giving a hilarious account 
of visiting a seed and feed store with his parents. He located a cattle prod and tested it on 
his mother's backside. It worked! In a concluding paragraph, he stated his only regret in 
the matter was that he had not tested it on his father first! 
Other "voices" write about the pain of divorce, missing their moms or dads, 
feeling caught in the middle, blaming themselves. 
Last summer, I taught high school English in a summer school program. I was 
struggling with personal problems ofmy own and felt the need to keep myself busy. 
Never in my teaching career have I encountered such voices! I was overwhelmed by 
their voices! 
One young lady barely old enough to drive was going to have a baby. She almost 
did, right in the classroom! She wrote about being raised in foster home after foster 
I 
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home. She was going to finish school. She was going to keep her baby. She was 
terrified. 
Another voice told me that when she was ten, she lost her mother. She was killed 
by a drnnk driver. Hers was the angriest voice I had ever heard. 
A voice told of being kicked out of the house the night before, of having to walk 
several miles to a friend's house to have a place to sleep, of having no change of clothes, 
nothing to eat. I felt horrible since I had spoken to him rather harshly because he kept 
falling asleep in class that morning. Before the first break, I scrambled in my purse for 
money to buy him something to eat. 
The voice that troubled me most that summer was the student who wrote about 
being in a gang. One parent was dead from a drug overdose, the other in prison for 
drug dealing. This seventeen-year-old boy had already attempted suicide and overdosed 
on drugs. He had nothing to live for. One Monday morning, he was not in class. His 
classmates told me that he was in the hospital from a drug overdose. Thankfully, he 
survived this overdose also. When I learned he would return, I searched for the perfect 
card and agonized over the right words to answer this voice, this painful voice that had so 
honestly and painfully spoken to me through his writing and broken my heart. 
Yes, my students have "voices"! Such distinctive voices! I struggle many times 
to speak back. They do not always demand an answer. Sometimes, they only want me 
to hear. Maybe they just want to know ifI care. I hear you, voices! I care! I care! 
Works Cited 
Macrorie, Ken. Writing to Be Read. New Hampshire: Boyton/Cook, 1982. 
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Out of Egypt 
I am an English teacher who has been in a teaching writing desert far too long. 
There was a time in my teaching career that I felt I was in a teaching promised land. 
Teaching grammar and writing was a joy. I attempted to teach some of life's lessons 
along with English skills. 
Going back to school for my master's degree gave me a needed teaching boost. 
That was over ten years ago, and slowly, my teaching well ran dry. A few yearly 
workshops did not sufficiently replenish my need for new ideas. I stopped learning and 
entered a teaching desert. My methods became less and less admirable. Test scores 
became my teaching gauge. Lack of positive motivation, teamed with personal problems, 
made a wasteland in too many areas of my profession. 
My writing consisted mostly of lesson plans, necessmy forms, an occasional 
recommendation letter, and professional development jargon. My writing motivation was 
lost somewhere down in the vicinity of Egypt, dty as its deseti. 
In the summer of 2001, I found an oasis, Writing Project Summer Institute at 
Jacksonville State University. This program gave me much needed personal and 
profession sustenance. Reading, writing, research, and interaction with some of the 
greatest teachers in the state have restored my enthusiasm for writing and the teaching of 
writing. 
I will continue with some of my best teaching activities, but I will also return to 
the classroom fortified with some new and wonderful techniques learned from my writing 
fellows. 
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In The English Teacher's Companion, Jim Burke included a passage from John 
Steinbeck's "A Former Teacher": 
In her classroom our speculations ranged the world. She breathed 
curiosity into us, so that each morning we came to her carrying new 
truths, new facts, new ideas, cupped and shielded in our hands like 
captured fireflies. When she went away, a sadness came over us. But 
the light did not go out. She had written her signature upon us: the 
literature of the teacher who writes on children's minds. Many teachers 
have taught me soon forgotten things but only a few like her created in 
me a new direction, a new hunger, a new attitude. I suppose to a large 
extent I am the unsigned manuscript of that teacher. What deathless 
power lies in the hands of such a person (3). 
In another chapter Burke reminded me and all teachers of English that teaching is 
a courageous act. Burke wrote that people often fear English teachers because we have so 
much power. This power helps students see and know things about themselves and the 
world around them (274). Burke gave me a much needed reminder of the importance of 
my work. My task is a noble and sobering one. 
I will be forever thankful for the opportunity to experience the writing workshop. 
The instructors, fellows, and authors like Jim Burke have given me drink. I am once again 
empowered as a teacher of writing. The task is indeed awesome, but my well is 
replenished. Like the Hebrew children, my journey out of Egypt has begun. This teaching 
journey has been a rewarding yet difficult one, but one I do not regret. My teaching 
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promised land can only be reached by my continuous efforts toward professional and 
personal improvement. I will return to my classroom more determined than ever to guide 
my students and myself toward more enjoyable writing. 
Works Cited 
Burke, Jim. The English Teacher's Companion. Portsmouth: Boynton/Cook, 1999. 
The Mask 
Quick! Here comes someone! 
A student, a fellow colleague. 
Let me get my mask on. 
See me--I'm confident! 
I can do anything! 
Look at my eyes. 
See their sparkle. 
My mouth curves upward 
in its smile. 
They're gone now. 
I can remove my mask. 
Where did my confidence go? 
Are my eyes raining? 
Is that a frown on my brow? 
Quick! Here comes someone! 
Let me get my mask back on! 
But wait .......... 
Did that student just remove his mask? 
Is that the true face of my colleague? 
Are those tears I see? 
I'll remove my mask. 
I'm not afraid to let them see 
the real me! 
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Mary Oliver 
"The deep moans round with 
many voices. Come, my fiiends, 




Growing a Creative Community for Yearbook 
As part ofmy teaching responsibilities, I sponsor our school's yearbook. Each 
August, as the school year resumes, my task is to assemble a group of students into a staff 
whose goal is to record the events of the year in print. With pictures, layout design, and 
writing, the staff immortalizes the stories and experiences that students will still 
remember many years after graduating. 
To the observer, the task may seem quite simple. Take a bunch of pictures, write a 
bunch of stories, and send them to the publisher. Unfortunately, more is involved in the 
process of producing a good book year after year. Many decisions must be made. A theme 
must be created and developed throughout the book. Pictures have to be scheduled and 
taken. Writing and layout design are not as easy as their names may suggest. For example, 
how do you say the girls' tennis team had an average season again this year, but with only 
two seniors, they have real potential for next year? From the start, a great deal of 
planning is necessaty. To perpetuate a successful yearbook program, a creative 
community must be developed among the students. 
How can this type of community develop? Initially, it is vital that the group be 
allowed to get to know each other. Team-building activities should be done with the 
students. Such activities can point out similarities between staff members and build trust. 
One such activity I use is a trust walk. Staffers lead other blindfolded staff members 
around the school building. After a few minutes, roles are reversed. This exercise is fun 
and achieves the purpose of creating a bond between the students. Various group writing 
activities are used, melding the group's spirit into one. 
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A relaxed environment where conversation flows easily is essential. In my 
experience, food is an impot1ant element in developing such an environment. Southerners 
have long known our best ideas come from conversations around the table. Often, our 
most productive work on the yearbook has been done over bags of Cool Ranch Doritos 
and Chips Ahoy! 
After trust has been established among staffers, there is no time to waste. 
Yearbook staffs always work against the clock. The staff must then decide on a theme 
that will be incorporated into this year's edition of the book. This process can cause 
conflict as students' creativity comes into play. It is vital, at this juncture, to insure each 
voice is heard. Credence must be given to each idea. Committees are appointed to study 
the feasibility of each option. Mock-ups are drawn to show how each suggestion can be 
developed. A cover design is drawn, along with section divider pages. Samples for copy 
related to the possible theme are composed. Some themes die in committee because the 
idea is weak, once examined deeper, but the democratic process takes over from that 
point. The only reality that rears its ugly head now is money. Unfortunately, finances 
often make the choice between two possibilities. 
Once the theme is decided, the staff must settle on a schedule and stick to it. They 
must organize a system that makes use most efficiently of workers and time. For 
example, photo sessions for teams must be scheduled early in their seasons. I have found 
it wise to assign a team of staffers to cover a sport. This allows for more than one 
perspective, and practically, this works better with the staffs schedule. 
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Every member of the yearbook staff is a "staff' photographer. Staffers are given 
film and charged with the business of photographing candids of students in a particular 
grade. Since the yearbook belongs to eve1yone, each grade should be well represented 
with pictures in the book. We work hard to make sure that each student is in the yearbook 
at least one other time besides his or her "mug shot." 
Stories should be written as soon as events occur. Editing and revising can be 
done at any point, but it is difficult to remember details about the Homecoming Dance a 
month later. I stress the use of action verbs and sens01y words when students write. I ask 
them to think about what details will be important to a person reading the sto1y years in 
the future. 
Computer layout design has greatly simplified the tedious task of copying layouts 
onto paper. Our staff looks in magazines and in other schools' yearbooks to obtain ideas 
for page design. Depending upon the theme, one layout design may be used throughout a 
section. However, there are times when multiple designs are more effective. Students who 
design layouts have the added dynamic of the pictures. Are the photos vertical or 
horizontal shots? 
It is now possible to understand this is no easy process. The steps in producing a 
yearbook build upon each other. If one step bogs down, progress is often halted on 
another one. Teamwork is essential at all levels to assure success. With a steady output of 
work, deadlines can be met and unnecessmy, stress avoided. 
Despite the effott sponsoring yearbook requires, its rewards far outweigh the 
work. Getting to know students so closely and working with them side by side is truly a 
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wonderful experience. When the yearbooks are delivered in late May, the pride and 
excitement my students feel make it worth all the blood, sweat, and tears poured out over 
the course of the year. 
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Success For the Struggling Student 
Many students find school to be a comfortable place, a place where they succeed. 
For others, however, school is a place laden with frustration and hopelessness. A growing 
number of students struggle with developing the structure necessary for academic 
success; some lack valuable basic skills. These problems occur with students for a variety 
of reasons. Maybe the child has a poor support system at home or was not read to during 
those important developmental years. The student missed out on skills, perhaps, due to 
sporadic school attendance. An unidentified learning disability might be the cause of 
frustration with school. Some students are simply reluctant learners. For whatever reason, 
too often, these children fall through the cracks, and schools fail to meet their needs. 
Regardless of where the blame lies, a productive and proactive stance is to meet 
students where they are and to help them develop to their fullest potential. The challenge 
before teachers is to assess students' needs, provide suppo1i to their weaknesses, and 
build upon their strengths, realizing, as Janet Allen has, that it is never too late for a 
student to embrace lifelong learning. In her book, It's Never Too Late, she discusses 
methods she uses to engage such learners through this process. 
Assessing the needs of the student is the first step in the process. Standardized 
tests such as the Stanford Achievement Test~9 can provide tremendous insight into a 
student's abilities and deficits in reading and language. The OLSAT portion can show 
ability in comparison to achievement. What if the student did not perform well because 
he or she did not take the test seriously? A number of assessment tools are available to 
ascertain student needs. Writing prompts allow a teacher to determine an approach for a 
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remediation program. Discovering a student's learning style can further connect a teacher 
to the best way students assimilate information. 
There are a number of strategies that, when employed, aid students with writing. 
Teacher modeling of writing can provide the confidence students need to attempt writing 
on their own. Word lists can provide a lexicon to students with limited vocabulary. 
Graphic organizers guide as writers move their ideas to paper. Checklists assist students 
with self-editing before the teacher ever sees the assignment. Formula poetry can be 
assigned to make an often-intimidating experience a bit less stressful. Christopher Lee 
and Rosemary Jackson, writers of What About Me? Strategies for Teaching 
Misunderstood Learners, state using a technique as simple as providing students with 
smaller sheets of colored paper may make the writing process less daunting (55). Finally, 
reader response groups give writers an opportunity to share with peers and grow from the 
editing and revision process. Most importantly, as writing is practiced in the classroom, 
teachers must provide frequent and immediate feedback (Burke 238). 
Creative strategies can also be used to boost a struggling reader. Books on tape 
can provide assistance on three major levels. According to Lee and Jackson, the 
combination of audio and visual cues provides two modalities for better comprehension. 
Following the text while listening helps students' eyes learn to track the words more 
smoothly. The process also builds better word recognition (36). Janet Allen calls this 
technique "shared reading" (33). Jim Burke, author of The English Teacher's Companion, 
suggests reciprocal teaching, whereby two students are paired and are asked to read an 
assigned passage in a text during a specific time period as a method to enhance 
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comprehension. The two students alternate reading, switching off every few minutes, but 
push each other to work efficiently within the allotted time. The listener can interrupt at 
any time to ask questions. When one reader concludes his or her portion of the text, the 
other summarizes what was just read as a way to transition into the text section of the 
sto1y. Burke also believes reading aloud in class is especially helpful so that reluctant 
readers can listen to what the text is supposed to sound like (44). 
With so many strategies available to teachers, no student should be subjected to 
frustrations and feelings of inadequacy due to individual learning challenges. By meeting 
students where they are, supporting their weaknesses, and building on existing strengths, 
teachers can help struggling students find school a successful place. 
Works Cited 
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The Well-Equipped Pocketbook 
I know better. I've been taught better. Any Southern lady worth her salt carries 
with her at any given time a pocketbook containing an arsenal of necessities. I remember 
as if it were yesterday when my mother sat me down with my new Easter handbag. It was 
a small white patent leather number with a brass clasp closure that goes clunk-clink when 
pinched shut. Of course, I had matching shoes. 
Momma instructed me regarding the importance of the items a lady might need to 
cany in her pocketbook. She gave me an old compact long emptied of powder, yet still 
containing the puff, and a tube of sheer pink lipstick. Momma told me that a proper lady 
never applied make-up at the table, but always excused herself to the restroom for such 
things. She gave me a small plastic tortoise shell fold-up comb and brush set. I already 
had a turquoise change bag with Arizona spelled out in red, yellow, and blue beads. It 
was a gift from my aunt and uncle who moved west due to my uncle's asthma. This bag 
contained my life savings of three or four dollars. Along with these items, Momma added 
a pen from the Sand Mountain Bank and a notepad for drawing during church. Momma 
gave me instructions about proper etiquette for drawing in church. I should always be 
discreet when pulling the notepad and pen from my purse, and I should try not to make 
that clunk-clink noise when I closed it. I knew not to write on only one piece of paper, but 
on the whole notepad. The thickness of all the pages together absorbed the sound of the 
pen rubbing against the paper on the hymnal. Ifl made too much noise drawing, a glare 
shot from my mother's eyes, striking God's fear in me. I would then have to put away the 
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pen and paper. The final essential added was a handful of Kleenex, folded neatly and 
placed in an inside pocket of my new purse. Now I was set. 
It was finally Easter time. I would wear my new white dress with a rose 
embroidered on the bodice. A red velvet ribbon buttoned at the back around my waist. 
The dress had cap sleeves and a ruffle at the hem. It was lovely. To complete my 
ensemble, I would wear white lacy anklet socks and the shoes that matched my purse. 
Wearing those shoes only one week early would break one of the cardinal rules known by 
all good, self-respecting ladies. My timing was perfect, though, thanks to the help of my 
momma. 
I've already confessed that I know better. I have been taught better. Sitting in 
church just the other Sunday, one ofmy four sons' noses started running. Did I have in my 
possession the appropriate tool for the crisis? No. In a rush to get to Sunday School on 
time at least once in my children's lifetimes, I forgot to take my purse into church. I left it 
in the car. Actually, ifl honestly bare my soul, I have not been true to my raising. With 
the busy, hectic life I lead, I barely remember to cany a purse at all, let alone a well-
equipped pocketbook that matches my shoes. I do well to get where I'm going. 
Fear not. My husband's Aunt Kathy came to the rescue. She unzipped her big, 
black, shoe-matching handbag, pulled out her wallet, a cosmetic bag, and a notepad and 
pen. She laid each item in her lap while she unfolded a handful of blue Kleenex and 
handed a tissue to Jonathan. By the way, her bathroom is blue. Matching is very 
important to good, self-respecting Southern ladies. 
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Maybe my momma and Aunt Kathy are a dying breed of ladies who know the 
impo1iance of being prepared for any situation. I think I need to return to my roots and 
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Vietnam: A Reading and Writing Com1ection 
How much do you know or understand about the Vietnam Era? If you are like I 
was, probably not very much. But that all changed for me a year ago. During some 
research for a graduate class, I came across the following article: "'Intelligent People Seek 
Peace: Exploring the Vietnam War with Middle School Students." When I finished it, I 
realized I was already familiar with several Young Adult Literature books mentioned in 
the bibliography. In addition, I felt the topic of the Vietnam Era would be perfect for our 
seventh grade Children's Book Unit. 
Have you ever planned a unit and felt "divine intervention" or guidance? Upon 
further reflection, I feel that this project was truly blessed from above. Once we started, 
everything, and I mean eve1ything, fell into place. Below is a brief synopsis of our 
"Vietnam experience." 
To create some excitement, we began with a mock draft. The draft system during 
the Vietnam war was based on the lottery system. In the same way (sort of!!), we 
randomly selected approximately twenty-five students for our draft. The students had no 
knowledge beforehand--an element of surprise was necessmy. We used the school's daily 
announcement time to call out birth dates and instructed anyone born on that particular 
day to proceed immediately to the librmy. (We warned all teachers ahead of time so that 
anyone with that bitth date, but not in seventh grade, would not go to the librmy.) Once 
the students arrived there, our parent volunteers took over. Each student "enlisted" by 
choosing a branch of service, dressing in appropriate militaty attire, and having his/her 






given to each "enlistee." The care packages were prepared by one devoted parent who 
included a mock letter from home, a brownie, and various other items. When students 
returned to class, we had each one to read his/her letter from home. We used the contents 
of the care package to build some background knowledge. 
Reading various types of Vietnam-related literature was an integral part of this 
unit. At the beginning of our unit, students read Park's Quest for fifteen minutes each 
day in homeroom. A two-question quiz was given each day in class (we changed the 
questions for each new group of students.) As a class, we read December Stillness and 
Lisa's War. For December Stillness, we used a taped series, and students who had read it 
as a Summer Reading book were divided into groups to create a game based on the novel. 
We later played these games to review for the final test. Lisa's War turned out to be one 
of the better novels. Lisa's mother is dealing with post-traumatic stress disorder from her 
stint as a Vietnam nurse. Her frequent nightmares and depression are having an adverse 
effect on her family. Lisa's War provided a unique perspective on the war and its effect 
on veterans. Another insightful book was The Purple Heart. 
After reading several novels, poems, short stories, and plays, our students had 
enough background knowledge to select a Vietnam-related topic to research. Students 
then spent several weeks researching and taking notes. A must-have resource for this unit 
is The Young Author's Do-It-Yourself Book. This book covers every aspect of the book 
making process--including publishing. Once first drafts of papers and pictures were 
written and edited, students created a storyboard. A storyboard is basically a posterboard 





etc. The purpose of the storyboard is to provide the writer a chance to identify possible 
problem areas, as well as to get a feel for the color scheme/layout of the book. 
Stmyboards are the final step before publishing. 
Each student/group was given cardstock to print out the written pmtion. After 
printing these, students began the final drawings and coloring for each page. After each 
page was complete, students bound their books. The culmination for our writing portion 
of the unit was visiting local elementary schools to read the completed books. 
Community involvement was, to me, the highlight of this unit. We invited several 
Vietnam vets in our area to participate in a panel discussion. Students used this 
oppmtunity to conduct some primaiy research. An important part of the students' 
research for the top book in my class, a book about tunnel rats, centered on an e-mail 
interview they conducted with a veteran. (During the war, the Vietnamese built an 
elaborate system of tunnels which they used to conduct guerrilla warfare. These tunnels 
contained makeshift hospitals, ammunitions rooms, and sleeping quarters. But danger 
lurked around every turn because the Vietnamese placed many traps inside the tunnel 
systems. A "tunnel rat" was an American soldier trained to fight in one of these tunnels. 
These soldiers were mainly Hispanic or Mexican because they were short and slender. In 
addition to specific physical requirements, a "tunnel rat" had to be extremely brave. His 
equipment included a gun, a knife, and a flashlight.) This gentleman later came to speak 
in our class, bringing pictures and talking about his experiences. Later he sent the 
following e-mail: "the best present of all was the comfo1t I derived from being asked to 
talk about my Vietnam experience and actually expressing thoughts I had repressed for 
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years to such a great audience." Another guest speaker, who was also speaking publicly 
for the first time, offered us an inside look at the life of a Vietnam veteran nurse. 
As I mentioned earlier, our unit seemed blessed from the start. Amazingly 
enough, the Moving Wall (a replica of the actual Vietnam Memorial) was scheduled to 
arrive in Huntsville the month of October. In addition to visiting the Wall, our students 
were able to view artifacts left at the wall and participate in the opening ceremony for the 
exhibit. All three characters in December Stillness, Charlie Pippin, and Lisa's War 
visited the Wall as part of their conflict resolution--amazing!! Another interesting life-
connection occurred during our visit. After the ceremony, we relaxed in a small park 
nearby. Out of nowhere, a character from December Stillness appeared. Of course, it 
wasn't the actual character, but it was a homeless man like Mr. Weems in December 
Stillness. AND ... he was talking to the· ducks and canying some garbage bags. That 
really got the kids' attention. 
For our culminating activity, students painted tiles in honor of the Vietnam 
veterans. A local concrete finisher devoted his time and materials to lay a foundation on 
school grounds in which the tiles will be laid and sealed to create a permanent memorial. 
Landscaping and benches will complete the project. 
Resources for Teaching the Unit 
Guthrie, Donna, Nancy Bentley, and Katy Keck Arnsteen. The Young Author's 
Do-It-Yourself Book. Brookfield: The Millbrook Press, 1994. 
Johannessen, Lany R. Illumination Rounds: Teaching the Literature of the Vietnam 
· War:" Urbana: NCTE, 1992. 
Sham well 102 
Kazemek, Francis E. "Intelligent People Seek Peace: Exploring the Vietnam War 
with Middle School Students." Middle School Journal Nov. 1999: 18-24. 
Vietnam: Echoes From the Wall. Vietnam Veterans Memorial Fund, 1999. 
i 
Melissa Shields 
·" .. ,a mind forever 
Voyaging through strange seas of thought. .. 




Achieving National Board Certification 
Since receiving National Board Certification, I've had many friends and 
colleagues ask me about the National Board process. "Was it terrible?" "How did you get 
though it?" Well, I'll be honest. I began the process without much information, and 
maybe, in my case, that was a good thing. IfI had known the full ramifications, I might 
have been more hesitant to seek ce1iification. It does, after all, take a great deal of effort. 
At my local education association meeting, I first heard of National Board 
Ce1iification as a new professional challenge for teachers. I called the National Board 
headquarters the next day to get some information. A few months later, I applied for the 
state grant to cover the cost of the National Board assessment. To do so, I had to send a 
video and description of one of my lessons, profile of my teaching, and letters of 
recommendation. Fortunately, I received the grant, and then I waited impatiently for "the 
box." The box is an intimidating blue package that arrives in the fall with manuals, 
instructions, and portfolio materials included. When the box finally arrived in October, I 
anxiously read everything inside. Initially, I felt overwhelmed. However, after digesting 
the requirements for each of the six entries, I decided to tackle one enlly at a time. 
I began working on the portfolio right away, devoting eve1y spare second I could 
to the task. Because I have a ve1y busy schedule, both personally and professionally, I 
had to find a time to set aside for my National Board work. I chose to work primarily on 
the weekends after 9:00 P .M, when my children were sleeping. During the week, I was 
grading essays, conducting after-school study groups, giving piano lessons, taking my 
children to ballet practice-you get the idea. I resigned myself to a year with very little 
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leisure time or sleep. I had two babies in two years; I had been sleep deprived before. I 
could do it again, and the ultimate goal of achieving National Certification made it all 
worthwhile. 
My husband suppo1ted me wholeheartedly throughout this process. To ease my 
load, he took on more household and parental responsibilities. He understood my 
commitment to National Board Ce1tification and was willing to do all he could to help 
( except proofread the 300+ pages of my portfolio). His suppmt was further intensified 
when the Alabama Department of Education announced that Nationally Board Certified 
teachers would get a $5,000 pay raise for ten years. That helped a lot! 
During the course of seven months, I completed the portfolio requirements. 
Student samples, video segments of my teaching, and written commentaries were 
included. Compiling each entry was an eye-opening experience. I identified my strengths 
and weaknesses, I recognized successful methods and those that were not, and I came 
face to face with myself as an educator. It was a vantage point I had yet to take in my 
career. 
After sending in my po1tfolio in the spring, I began to prepare for the eight-hour 
assessment test. I was required to read many novels, plays, poems, short stories, and 
educational aiticles. I took the test in July, and when it was over, I breathed a huge sigh 
of relief. Unfortunately, I had to wait five months to find out the results. It seemed like 
a LONG wait. 
I had a good feeling about my portfolio entries and assessment responses, but I 




unbearable. However, the anticipation did climax on November 30, 2000, when I 
discovered I had indeed become National Board Certified. I cannot relate the sense of 
relief and accomplishment I felt. It was exhilarating! 
Preparing for the National Boards enriched me and gave me the chance to take 
professional responsibility for my teaching. In some cathartic way, I truly enjoyed going 
though the process. Never before had I scrutinized my teaching in such a systematic and 
holistic fashion. This scrutiny taught me many valuable lessons, and those lessons 
directly impact the instructional welfare of my students. 
I suppose the aspect I value most about National Board Certification is that we 
teachers have the opportunity to make our voices heard through the auspices of a "Master 
Teacher" title. We are the ones who know best what is happening in classrooms across 
America, and I feel that it is time we share our successes and concerns. Achieving 
National Board status empowers and recognizes us as the professionals we are, as well as 
offers financial gain. I encourage all educators who have a deep commitment to their 
students and a desire to grow professionally to seek National Certification. It is such a 
meaningful way to prove and validate the wonderful profession we call teaching. 
I 
Shields 106 
Portfolios--A Student's Showcase 
The term "portfolio" can elicit many connotations in the language arts classroom. 
I, however, have my students use portfolios for my own personal crusade. When I first 
began teaching, I was searching for a way to help my middle school students take pride in 
their work AND become organized. I was also interested in a way to let student work 
spawn future activities and assignn1ents. I experimented with several portfolio models, 
and eventually, I developed a system that was productive to both my students and me. 
The content and complexity of these portfolios have evolved with me throughout 
my ten years of teaching. The primary function of the portfolios in my class is to allow 
students to monitor their growth during the course of our time together. I also want the 
-po1ifolios to serve as conversation pieces during student and parent conferences. 
At the beginning of each school year, I require my students to come to class with 
a large three-ring binder and four dividers. The four dividers will be labeled "Grammar," 
"SpellingNocabulary," "Literature," and "Writing," in that order. All student work will 
be placed in the appropriate section throughout the year. To help the students, I always 
announce to which section a piece of work belongs when I return it. 
These divisions are fairly self-explanatory. The grammar contains all homework, 
worksheets, and activities related directly to grammar. The spelling/vocabulary contains 
spelling and/or vocabulaty reviews and tests. Most of the word studies are comprised of 
novel vocabulaty emichments, spelling log assessments, and various other extensions. 
I teach a variety of literature each year. Dramas, novels, parodies, short stories, 
author studies, and poetry are a few examples. With each literature study, I provide 
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students with literary devices and definitions that tie in with that week's lesson to add to 
their list. This list of devices is kept in the front of their literature section in their 
portfolios. By the end of the year, students will have over fifty devices included. Behind 
these literaty terms, students keep their author notes, literature essay tests, and any other 
literature-response assignments. 
The writing section is usually the largest. Students are required to keep eve1y 
single piece of writing, whether it be in draft or final form. Many times, I will allow 
students to review an earlier piece of writing to assist in a later piece. For instance, when 
students wrote dramas, I encouraged them to use an earlier short story piece for 
inspiration and possible use. 
During the first week of school, I give my students three logs. The first log is for 
spelling. In that log, students are to list all misspelled words in their work. They write 
the misspelling, the correct spelling, and the date of error on that form. When I grade any 
piece of work, I always keep a highlighter close by so that I can highlight any misspelled 
word. Students are to add any highlighted words to their logs immediately. The same is 
true for group and self-edited pieces of writing. After six weeks or so, I have students 
study their own misspelled words so that I can test them. They must have at least twenty 
words recorded on their logs. For those who do not, I provide them with a list of the most 
commonly misspelled words, and they are to choose words from that list until they have 
twenty words recorded. I test the students by pairing them into twos, and then I allow 
them to call out each other's words. When finished, students assess each other's work, 
according to the log, and then return it to me. Each student identifies any misspelled 
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words and corrects them as needed. When the peer assessment is completed, students 
return the spelling tests to the owner for reflection and review. All papers are then turned 
in to me for a final assessment. This activity is doubly productive because it helps the 
tester and the test-giver, twice. In other words, students are exposed to the correct 
spelling of their own misspelled words as well as their partners'. 
The second log is for the reading. On this form, students record each book, its 
genre (I have to define that word for them), its author, the date ofreading, and their 
rating of it on a scale of 1-10. Many times, when I conference with them, I use this sheet 
as a starter to our discussion. These forms also help me stock my classroom librmy with 
books I know my students and I will really enjoy. As a matter of fact, I have stumbled 
across some wonderful young adult literature by reviewing these logs. 
The writing log is the final form. Students record each piece of writing, its genre, 
the date, and a self-rating from 1-10. I keep an updated log of our work available to 
students at all times so that no one overlooks a piece in which to record. Once again, I 
use this log to aid in conferences. I am al ways amazed when a piece of writing that I 
particularly enjoyed was rated poorly by a student. When I ask the reason for the low 
rating, it is the answer that stimulates a productive discourse between the student and me. 
At the end of the school year, students are always so proud and somewhat surprised at the 
amount of writing they have completed. The logs also serve as a nice record of their 
achievement in my class. 
Every twelve weeks, I give my students a syllabus that outlines each week's 
course of study, litera1y terms, assigll11lents, etc. These syllabi are to remain in the front 
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of the portfolios as a reminder of upcoming events. 
Two times during the school year, I allow my students to streamline their 
portfolios. As a class, we go through each content section, and I tell them exactly what 
must go and what must stay. Most grammar assignments and ass01ted quizzes are 
discarded. Students may not remove any tests or writing assignments, including rough 
drafts. 
Tln·ough the use of these portfolios, the students, their parents, and I are able to 
closely monitor their progress, as well as easily identify strengths and weaknesses. During 
my weekly conferences with students, I ask them to bring their entire p01tfolio to my 
desk. The students sit in the conference seat that adjoins my desk, and I pernse the ~ 
portfolio. In doing so, I check to make certain each portfolio is well maintained, and I use 
various sections and/or logs to stimulate discussion between students and me. 
Several times thronghout the year, I ask students to leave their p01tfolios with me 
so that I can assess each one more accurately. I use a rubric to accommodate this 
assessment. Before grading, I randomly choose 10 items to find in each student's 
portfolio. For each item, I assign a number. When I find that item, I circle its assigned 
number on the rubric. Each piece is worth 10 points, so if a student is missing one item, 
he or she will score a 90 on the random check. That score is averaged with the content 
score that is derived from various expectations and requirements, all of which are listed 
on the rubric. Students also receive a grade for updating and completing their logs. 
These portfolios have become an invaluable resource in my classroom. Even my 
normally unorganized students can maintain these records of achievement with little 
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assistance. At any time, the student, his or her parents, or I can review the portfolio's 
contents and learn from it. I take particular pride at the end of the school year when each 
student's portfolio is brimming with the year's activities, a true showcase of his or her 
achievements. The final rubric assessment (see below) is completed by the parents upon 
reviewing the year-long creation of their child's portfolio. It is a wonderful way to say, 
"Look what your child did this year!" 
Dear Parents, 
Final Portfolio Assessment 
8 th English/ RMS 
l can't tell you what a wonderful year of discove1y it has been! As always, the 
school year has flown by, and it is hard for me to believe that my young writers will soon 
be high school students. 
As you know, your child's portfolio is a compilation of his or her achievement 
this year. For a final assessment, I would like you to review the activities, projects, tests, 
and writing your child has completed so that you can see for yourself the progress he or 
' she has made. 
Once you have reviewed your child's work, please sign below. Once again,.thank 
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A Divine Healing 
Buzz .... The sound of the drill persists, making it impossible for me to escape the 
reality of it all-- I AM ACTUALLY HAVING BRAIN SURGERY. This is not a dream. I 
am now completely bald, my skull ridden with holes, and there is no turning back. 
To understand the horror of this supposed cure, you would have to know the 
nature of the disorder being remedied. My right arm is shaking uncontrollably, even at 
this moment, as holes are being bored into my skull. I'm not talking about a tremor. I'm 
talking about a violent flailing jerk that only ceases when I am sleeping, and I haven't 
done much of that in the last six months. !fl weren't lying on top of my arm at this very 
moment, I probably would have knocked the surgeon out cold by now. 
I am suddenly aware of pain, the intensity of which I have never experienced 
before, throbbing in my skull as the head frame is screwed into my cranium. It feels as if 
someone has put my head into a vise and is masochistically tightening it. My anguish 
intensifies as I realize that this is only the first hour; I will have to endure seventeen 
additional ones over the course of the next four days. 
"Help! I'm in pain!" my feeble voice sounds amidst the din of the crowded 
corridor. You would think a nurse or an orderly would at least acknowledge me. Isn't 
helping people in pain part of their job descriptions? 
"What's the problem, dear?" 
Finally, someone with access to heavy drugs is interested in what I have to say. 
"I was supposed to be sedated for this part of the operation. My surgeon told me 
so yesterday," I try hard not to burst into tears again. 
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"Your surgeon is operating on another patient, and he didn't say anything about 
sedatives on your chart," she replies matter-of-factly. 
"Well, go downstairs and ask him!" Why was I the only one looking for 
solutions? 
Finally, it is my turn to have a CT scan. I usually don't look forward to this, since 
it's kind of like sticking my head in the washing machine during the spin cycle, but I 
know they will take off this painful head frame and give me codeine afterwards. 
"I'm sorry I'm crying like a baby. I know that doesn't make your job any easier," I 
say, as I choke back my tears. 
"I'd be worried if you weren't crying!" the technician smiles as he maneuvers me 
into the CT-scanner. 
As he sets into motion the mechanism that will take a picture of my brain to be 
used in mapping out my cerebral circuitry for surgery, I begin to reflect on the events that 
brought me to this moment. It all began six long months ago, as I went off to work. It 
started out as a typical day in the life of a substitute teacher, ifthere is such a thing. 
* * * * * * * * * * 
Things were going smoothly as I supervised the students working in groups on a 
grammar exercise. I was congratulating myself for my superb control of the class when I 
realized that my arm was moving. Normally, this might not disturb anyone, but when a 
person has a movement disorder, every little movement is a big deal. 
Pretty soon, my arm was flailing uncontrollably and I was beginning to panic. I 
knew I had to get out of the classroom and to a phone fast. 
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"Daddy?" my voice trembled as I fought the wave of hysteria rising in my throat, 
nearly choking me. 
"Kelly, is that you?" 
"Do you remember a few years ago when my arm got really bad? Well, it's 
happened again." 
"Oh, no. Are you sure?" 
"Yeah, I'm pretty sure something is wrong. Can you come pick me up?" 
"I'll be there soon." 
As we hung up, I hurried to the office and made arrangements to take the 
afternoon off. Once they saw my arm, there was little question that I needed to leave. 
"The doctor will see you now." 
It had been twenty-four hours, and there was no end in sight. My arm was already 
sore, and I hadn't slept. My shoulder had not yet dislocated, but I knew from experience 
that such a violent movement could not persist for very long without dislocation 
occurring. I had little hope that the doctor could offer immediate relief, but I was hoping 
for some answers. 
"Well, obviously we have to do something." I wondered how many years of 
medical school were needed to come up with that statement. "This time we won't fool 
with medications; we'll give it a few more days and see if it goes away on its own. If not, 
we'll start thinking about surgery. I'm going to put a call in to the Mayo Clinic and see if 
we can track Dr. Kelly down. I want to get him in on this right away." 
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* * * * * * * * * *· 
I have had a movement disorder from the time I was a very small child. Actually, 
the doctors believe that I have had this malady from the time I was born, but the 
symptoms first appeared when I was six years old. I was sitting at school one day, and I 
noticed that my right arm was moving involuntarily from time to time. I informed my 
mother as soon as I got home that something was not right. My parents began to notice 
that my gait was awkward when I walked and that I seemed to have some unusual 
stiffness in my limbs from time to time. The movement persisted on a regular basis· over a 
period of weeks, intensifying at night and in times of stress. It never got so bad that I 
actually injured myself or anyone else, but it was distressing enough to warrant seeking 
medical help. 
Every doctor had a different diagnosis. First, I was told that I was clearly afflicted 
with cerebral palsy. A few months later, the doctors informed me with absolute 
confidence that I had been misdiagnosed, and that although they could not tell me what 
was wrong, they were ce11ain that it was not CP. Discouraged, but not defeated, we 
pressed on, continuing the quest for a diagnosis, and hopefully thereafter, a cure. 
The diagnosis was to come seven years later when I found myself sitting in the 
office of Dr. Michael Sisk, a child neurologist of good repute in the Roanoke, Virginia, 
area. I was beginning to grow weary of well-meaning doctors who obviously had no clue 
what was causing this ever worsening movement to plague me incessantly unless I was 
asleep. As I looked into the kind face of yet another doctor, I found myself praying that 
the Lord would reveal something to me through this man. 
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"I think I've gathered enough information to diagnose your condition. You have 
paroxsaysmal choreoathetosis. It's a movement disorder caused by the misdirection of 
your brain chemicals along the circuits of your brain. I'm not surprised that the other 
doctors missed this one. The only other cases I've ever read about are a young man in 
France and a woman in Canada. It appears that you are the third in the world and the first 
in the United States to be diagnosed." 
Now I've wanted to be first a lot of times in my life: the first in her circle of 
friends to need a training bra, the first to enjoy her very first kiss, maybe even the first to 
marry, but being the first in the nation to be diagnosed with a movement disorder, the 
name of which I could not pronounce, much less spell, had never been among my 
girlhood dreams. I was grateful to the Lord for answering my prayer and giving us a 
diagnosis, but at the same time, I felt fearful at the what the future held. 
"How can you treat it if you have no previous cases to refer to?" I asked. 
"We will tty putting you on medication, but that will require some degree of 
experimentation." 
And experiment we did. The first medication had me crawling down the hall, 
complaining to my parents that I could no longer walk. As months turned into years, I 
tried medication after medication, trying to achieve a balance between positive results and 
side effects. After three years, the Lord led us to the drug that we had been looking for, a 
drug called Artane that kept my arm under control with minimal side effects. 
The next year or so passed uneventfully for me. The Ariane was working well. My 
arm would move occasionally from time to time, intensifying during periods of stress or 
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fatigue, but for the most part, I was a normal kid. 
Still, the doctor was concerned. We had had to increase the dosage of the 
medication several times since I had started taking it, as my body developed a tolerance to 
it. With the increase in dosage came a worsening of the side effects. The drug cut off my 
salivary gland and destroyed the acid in my stomach. As a result, I was always 
dehydrated, and my inability to digest food well led to chronic weight loss. I'll admit that 
to a 5'7" teenage girl, this last effect did not appear unattractive. I could eat pretty much 
anything I wanted, except in the mornings when I was too nauseous to even look at food, 
and not weigh more than I 00 pounds. Concerned that another increase in my dosage 
would prove unsafe, the doctor began to look for other alternatives. 
Dr. Sisk suggested that we see another doctor in the fall ofmy senior year of high 
school, believing that this doctor might have a recommendation for a medication that 
would control the movement with minimal side effects. He did suggest such a 
medication, but that suggestion changed everything, shattering the perfect senior year I 
had envisioned forever. 
After a few days on the new medication, my arm seemed to move more than 
usual. I shrugged it off at first, assuming that my body was still adjusting to the new 
medicine and that everything would be fine in a few days. I was wrong. The next 
morning, my arm began to flail wildly and violently, pulling me out ofmy chair. I 
immediately called the doctor. He told me to stop using the medication and I would be 
fine in a few days. 
The days turned into weeks, and soon, months had passed. We tried medication 
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after medication, but nothing worked. Finally, after I had spend the remaining four 
months of my senior year on homebound instruction, it was decided that the only option 
was to go to the Mayo Clinic to have life-threatening brain surge1y. 
I found myself sitting at the gate in Dulles airport, waiting for my flight to be 
called. We decided that only Mama and I would go, leaving Daddy at home with my 
younger brother and sister. The choice for him to stay had been my own. I knew that ifhe 
went, Lesley and Andy would have to stay with our grandparents. I felt that their lives had 
been disrupted enough, and that they should tty to maintain their normal routine at home. 
I managed to keep my composure until it was time to say goodbye. The tears flowed 
when Daddy hugged me. It was then that I realized how hard it would be not to have him 
there, how hard it would be to say goodbye, knowing that it could be for the last time. I 
fought the tears, but once I started, I couldn't stop c1ying. 
My first day at the Mayo Clinic was a blur of activity. Doctor after doctor 
examined me, each stunned at the severity of the movement. One found himself the 
victim ofmy arm's blows when he got too close. 
Finally, I met the surgeon, Dr. Patrick Kelly. His shock at my condition did 
anything but put me at ease. He admitted that he had never seen a case as severe as mine. 
I sat there wishing that it were Dr. Sisk who was doing the surgery. I had a rapport with 
him, but barely knew the man who was going to perform life-threatening surgery on my 
brain. He explained that he was going to drill a hole in the top of my skull, insert a needle 
with an electrode at the end, and heat up the electrode, destroying the damaged cells. 
As Mama and I walked the five blocks that separated our hotel from the clinic, we 
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wept in fear at what the next few days would hold. I wished that I had Daddy there to 
hold me and tell me that eve1ything would be fine. I never told Mama that, because I 
knew that she was doing her best to be strong for both of us. 
"Maybe surgery is not the best option," I said. "There was that one doctor who 
said that the condition might resolve itself on its own." 
"It could be months, even years before that prediction came true. Do you really 
want to put your life on hold that long?" 
"Of course not, but I really don't think it is God's will that I have surgety." 
"That's just your fear talking," she concluded, trying to close the subject. 
But the subject was far from closed. Mama and I fought late into the night. She 
insisted that surgery was the only option, and I insisted with equal vehemence that this 
was not the road the Lord wanted us to take. In the moments before I fell asleep, I prayed 
that the Lord would show me what to do. 
As I was sitting in the X-ray booth the next morning, I noticed that my arm was 
different. I stretched my arms out in front of me, as I had often done, hoping to see some 
sign of improvement. This time my arm passed the test; it was completely still for the first 
time in six months. I dissolved into joyous tears and ran out to show Mama, who cried 
her own tears of joy and relief. After forty-eight hours of observation, the surgery was 
canceled, and I was on my way home. Suddenly my thoughts were filled, not with 
anxieties over my arm, but with plans for the new adventure I would embark upon in the 
fall, when I began my college career at the College of William and Mary. 
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* * * * * * * * * * 
And now, four years later, it had happened again. This time, however, the 
movement was worse. I nodded in agreement with Dr. Sisk's words. 
"I'm really not interested in trying medications again. I don't believe that they 
would work anyway. I think this is the nature of the disease. I believe that it is 
controllable by medication for a time, but eventually spirals out of control, with surgery 
the only remedy," I informed the doctor. Because my condition is so rare, I am basically 
as much an expert on it as anyone else, and the doctor often asked me for my opinions on 
what we should do in terms of treatment. "I want you to schedule the surgery as soon as 
you can. I'm not afraid of the risks. I know the Lord will take care ofme." 
Dr. Sisk took the necessary steps to schedule the procedure, but there was only 
one problem: the insurance company refused to pay. We would have to finance this 
operation, to the tune of $50,000, ourselves. I was heartbroken. Why Lord? I prayed. Why, 
when I at last have the faith to go through with this operation, are you allowing this 
impediment to come up? I really don't understand this, and I know that neither I nor my 
parents have the resources to pay for this. Please make a way for me. 
And make a way He did. He touched the hearts of people in my community and 
around the country, and my community raised well over $50,000 for me in the course of 
three months. We had bake sales, spaghetti suppers (at which over 2,000 people stood in 
line) and other fundraisers. Kids would approach my little brother at school, where they 
had set up coffee cans with my picture on them for donations, and say, "Here's my lunch 
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money for the week. Your sister needs that operation more than I need to eat." I was 
overwhelmed by this outpouring of love. 
Finally, the day arrived, and we left for New York. Dr. Kelly had left the Mayo 
Clinic and was practicing at NYU Medical Center. We met with him, and he agreed that 
surgery was the only way to go. We reviewed the risks (coma and paralysis were the 
primaty concems, with death a possibility, but not a real worry), and he admonished me 
to stop using sleeping pills and to limit my use of painkillers. He also instructed me to 
eat as much salty food as possible. My weight had dropped to a svelte 90 pounds as the 
movement of my arm burned calories at a faster rate than I could take them in. His final 
words to me were, "I am confident that the Lord has led you to me. We are going to take 
care of this. Don't you worry." 
* * * * * * * * * * 
His admonition not to worry echoes in my ears as the technician pulls me out of 
the CT scanner and escorts me back to my room. By the time I get back to the room, tears 
are once again in evidence. 
"I'm sorry, Mama," I sob. "I know I shouldn't c1y, but I'm just in a lot of pain 
right now." I had promised myself that I would not cry at all during the week in the 
hospital, at least not in front of Mama. She had seen enough tears over the last six 
months. 
"Go ahead and ciy, Kelly. We'll get some pain medication for you as soon as we 
can," she says reassuringly. 
The next day goes by uneventfully, perhaps because I am asleep for most of it. 
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The doctor conducts an angiogram in which he inserts needles into my skull and takes 
readings. I breeze through this procedure, sedated heavily. 
I wake Wednesday morning to find that my eyeballs are vibrating, causing the 
room to spin and inducing severe nausea. It seems that the doctor has given me too high a 
dose of the anti-seizure medication. The dosage will have to be adjusted. I spend the day 
drifting in and out of sleep, still exhausted by the first twelve hours of the surgery over 
the previous two days. The real challenge, however, is still to come. Tomorrow the doctor 
will undertake the riskiest portion of the operation, insetting a needle into the dime-sized 
hole he has drilled in my skull and heating the electrode attached to the end to destroy 
part of my brain. I will be wide awake the entire time, and the success of the operation 
will depend largely on my cooperation with the doctor. 
"I'll stay with you until you fall asleep, honey. Then I'll go back to the hotel and 
try to get some rest. I' 11 be sure to be here before they take you down in the morning. Do 
you think you can get some sleep tonight?" Mama asks gently, as she tucks the blankets 
around my shoulders (when your arm is moving a million miles a minute, keeping the 
blankets in order is no easy feat). 
"That's okay, Mama. I know how tired you are. Why don't you just go on now 
and get your rest?" I am searching for a way to get her to leave without hmting her 
feelings. I know that she is just trying to be helpful and that she has a lot of good things to 
say, but what I need more than comforting words and reassuring pats is to spend some 
time alone in prayer. 
"No, I think I' 11 stick around for thirty more minutes. Maybe by then you will have 
dropped off." 
"Fat chance," I think to myself. "0.K., Mama. Whatever you want." 
Finally, an hour later, Mama leaves, and it is just God, and me. 
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Dear Lord, I know that you have brought me to this moment, and that right now a 
lot of people are on their knees in prayer for me. I praise you, for you are the divine 
healer, and I know that you are sovereign over eve1ything that will happen in that 
operating room tomorrow. Please guide the doctor and give him wisdom and a steady 
hand. Be with Mama; I know that these next six hours of the operation will be hard ones 
for her. Finally, Lord, be with me. Help me not to be afi"aid and to cooperate with the 
doctor. I know that no matter what happens, I will be healed. Either I will wake up and 
have no movement, or I will wake up in heaven, where there are no movement disorders. 
The next morning is a blur of activity as nurses appear to check my catheter and 
make sure I am prepped for surgery. Before I know it, I am on the table, and Dr. Kelly is 
calling eve1yone together for a group prayer. He takes my Bible off the gurney and moves 
it to a nearby table. 
"Okay, kiddo, we're ready to get started. I want you to lie on your arm for as long 
as you can, and once I've inserted the needle and burned off the cells, we'll let it go and 
see what we've got," Dr. Kelly says as he collects his instruments and sets to work. 
A few hours later, it is time to insert the needle. Dr. Kelly has been taking 
readings all morning, but now the electrode is attached and there is no turning back. 
"I'm sticking the needle in now, Kelly." Do I really need to know that? That's a 
little more information than I want at this point. 
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I begin to moan softly as I realize the import of the step being taken. 
"Kelly, I need for you to be very quiet and completely still. This is crucial. If you 
can't do that, then we cannot continue." 
"Just give me a minute. I need to pray," I say to him as I quickly ask the Lord for 
that extra boost of courage I need to get through this. 
The needle is inserted and Dr. Kelly turns up the heat on the electrode, destroying 
brain cells. The nurse is asking me questions, wanting to be sure that the surgeon is not 
destroying vital areas of brain function in the process. 
"Let's pull out that arm and see what we've got." 
The room is silent as I slowly withdraw my arm from its prison beneath my body. 
We are all holding our breath, and a collective sigh of relief sounds in the room as my 













Jennie Thomas--Autobiography as a Writer 
I feel as ifI have been writing all my life. Beginning with a childhood diary, I 
was catapulted into writing as I never imagined. Over the years, I have accumulated over 
twelve volumes of my personal writing. These journals have a great deal of sentimental 
value for me for many reasons. One reason is the poetry I first explored within these 
pages. Yes, these first attempts were very childlike and involved mostly teenage 
heartache, but they evolved to include poems relating to my Christian walk and my 
relationship with God. 
I continued to write and was excited to take my first creative writing course in the 
ninth grade. My teacher was instrumental in teaching me more about the writing 
process, and her passion about her subject fmther instilled that passion in me. By the 
time I was a senior in high school, I was much more confident in my ability as a writer. 
As an educator, I believe effective writing makes for an effective communicator. I 
have often called on these skills in preparing parental notes, lesson plans, and required 
writing for my principal. Those first childhood steps into the writing arena were a 
launching point for a skill I continue to strengthen today in my personal as well as 
professional life. Writing in all of its forms has made my life richer and fuller. It has 
given me an outlet in which to explore my thoughts, feelings, and dreams. That is a 




Mud, a Muumuu, and Me 
Getting together with my dearest friends had become a tradition eve1y weekend. 
The activity didn't really matter. It was always fun. We never knew when something was 
going to happen. From the mundane to the hysterical, this group and I thought we had 
experienced it all. One night in September of 1985 we found out differently! 
Going out to eat and to a movie gets dull. We were craving something more 
interesting to do. After tossing a few plans around, my friend Carol suggested we go 
"hang out" at her family's house on the river in Leesburg. It was only used in the 
summer, and no one else would be there. This sounded like an ideal plan to us, and we 
were off. 
There was only one problem with this excursion. Once we arrived, we found out 
there wasn't very much to do! The television didn't work; there was not any food. In 
short, we were bored. My friend Brad thought it might be fun to go for a walk. The only 
excitement in this was that the riverbed was d1y due to a lack of rain. Everyone didn't 
feel like going out, just Brad, David, and I. Brad had been the one with the bright idea of 
walking on the riverbed, but once we got out there, he decided to stay on the pier. He 
didn't want to get his shoes dirty, he said. David and I tentatively stepped into the 
unknown. Not so bad, we found out. It was kind of interesting to see all the stumps in 
plain view where water usually covered them up. We ventured out a little more, and 
suddenly I couldn't go any farther. My feet had gotten stuck in the mud of the riverbed. 
Up until this point it had been relatively dry, but no more. I kept tiying to move; David 
kept tiying to help me. I fell onto a stump, I called out to Brad to PLEASE help me, but 
' I , 
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he refused. Those darned shoes of his were more important to him than I was! By now, 
David had given up !tying to help. He was getting stuck as well. I truly felt like a victim. 
I couldn't move. The more I tried, the more mud built up on the bottom of my shoes, and 
I fell each time as I tried to keep my balance! I was covered in mud and clinging to a tree 
stump for dear life. What if my friends on dty land had to call 911 to rescue me? What 
was Brad going to say then? I promised myselfI would never speak to him again after 
this was over. I was screaming and becoming increasingly hysterical. Brad stood on the 
pier laughing! David, my faithful compadre, was more than a little tickled, as well. For 
some reason, he had not gotten into quite the "pickle" I had! Eve1yone had desetted me! 
Somehow, I really couldn't tell you, David and I made it to the shoreline. I was a 
mess. The struggle of walking tlu·ough the heavy mud to get to the other side had been 
taxing. Suddenly, Alan, Traci's boyfriend, thought it would be "funny" to sneak up and 
scare us. He happened to get behind me to play his little trick. When he yelled out to us, 
my knees buckled and I almost passed out, once again falling into the mud! 
Traci and David helped me back into the house. I was a wreck. My clothes 
were covered with mud. Carol frantically looked to see if any clothes had been left 
behind from the previous summer. All she could dig up was one of her mother's 
muumuus. What choice did I have? I put it on. 
What a night! I was emotionally and physically exhausted. This was a night to 
remember, traumatic though it had been at the time. Here I was, muddy, wearing a 
muumuu, and with my friends, Brad included. I forgave him. I always did. His 
shallowness was patt of his charm! 
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Warning: Never walk on a riverbed without wearing hiking boots. You'll regret it if you 
don't. Take it from someone who knows! 
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Stephen 
We played together all the time, Stephen and I. There were not any other girls in 
the neighborhood, so we would congregate at his house or mine almost every day. The 
games we played were so much fun! I have no memory of being bored. I have no 
memory of a disagreement, although I am sure there must have been. Stephen loved me 
and I him in that true, pure childhood way. 
I still remember turning our bicycle upside-down so it rested on its handle bars. 
That bicycle became a car, a spaceship, or even a pirate ship. It really did not matter. We 
just loved pretending to drive SOMETHING! If we tired of "driving" and needed to cool 
off, the porch swing moving side-to-side made an excellent vehicle. He at one end of the 
swing and I at the other would call out commands to which the other would answer 
"check." 
Stephen and I were so close that our parents would let us spend the night together. 
He was the only boy friend I ever had that kind of relationship with, and when Stephen 
and his family moved across town, I was very upset. After the move, Stephen and I 
made plans for me to spend the night at his new house. I was completely beside myself 
with excitement! That night, Stephen, his little brother, and I slept in their parent's king-
size bed. I don't know where his parents slept! We stayed awake for most of the night 
laughing, talking, and being silly--as five year olds are apt to be. At 5 :30 a.m. we awoke 
to eat Frosted Flakes and watch "Gumby." Thereafter, I was never able to watch the 
show without thinking ofmy friend, Stephen. 
That is the last time I remember seeing Stephen. Time passed; my father died a 
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month after being diagnosed with cancer, and our family moved to the other side of town, 
putting even more distance between us. I would think of Stephen on occasion and 
wonder how he was doing, how he must have changed. I missed him and the unique 
bond we had shared .... 
Until that day. I was twelve years old and my mother and I had been shopping. 
She had bought me, as was the fashion at the time, a genuine, imitation rabbit fur coat. It 
was September, and it would not be cold enough to wear the coat for many months, but I 
did not care. I waltzed into the house ready to model the coat for whoever was at home. 
My sister was the lucky one. As I began to describe the virtues of the coat, she 
interrupted my dialogue. There had been an article in the newspaper, she said, that I 
needed to know about. My dear friend Stephen was dead; he was killed by an accidental, 
self-inflicted gunshot wound. All thoughts of my new coat fled. All I could see in my 
mind was a little boy and a little girl playing spaceship with an upside-down bicycle. 
Even as I went to the funeral home and viewed his body with my mother, all I 
could see was my six-year-old friend. He didn't look right in that suit and tie. Where 
were his shmis and t-shirt? You can't play wearing your Sunday best! The entire 
experience was surreal. My friend was gone forever. He was twelve years old. 
The relationship I had with Stephen changed my life. His presence made such an 
impact on me. Now I realize how peculiar life is in its ups and downs, its tears and 
laughter. Here was a person who passed through my life for such a brief time, yet 
changed it forever. Stephen will never be forgotten. He remains a bittersweet memory, 
cherished always: a sweet little boy with brown hair and freckles who loved to play with 
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the little girl next door, a person whose love and friendship were unconditional and whom 
I still miss today. 
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The Day the Lights Came On 
As a kindergaiien teacher, I do not teach an abundance of writing. It is a skill 
many of my students simply are not ready for. This past school year, however, I touched 
on it more than I had done previously. These particular students were ready to explore 
writing. 
On one of the last writing exercises of the school year, I helped the class 
brainstorm story titles related to what we had been studying: insects, butterflies or plants. 
Some students' attempts were naturally better than others, but one student who truly 
struggled with the assignment struck me the most. This little boy came from a home in 
which no one read to him. I feel equally confident that a significant adult did not spend 
time, quality time, enriching his life with academic pursuits such as trips to the library, 
zoo or museum. I was closely acquainted with this family, and I have no doubt that Tyler 
was loved, but this enriching pati of his life was missing. A parent's involvement is so 
crucial to success in every part of a child's life. I knew this child would struggle without 
serious intervention. On the day of our class writing assignment, his writing was, for the 
most pati, unintelligible. Even when I would spell a word for him and write it for him to 
copy, he still could not seem to "get it together." His enthusiasm was undampened by the 
difficulty of the assignment, however. This sweet little boy is the one who came to me, 
saying, "When are we going to do that writing again?" I believe this writing task meant a 
great deal to him because he knew I believed in him. He also felt secure in knowing that 
his work didn't have to be pe,fect, that he only had to t,y. Tyler experienced success that 
day, and at that moment, I realized what had happened. A light had come on for this 
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child. The intervention that so desperately needed to happen had begun. A tiny seed had 
been planted. Inside, I felt trne satisfaction in knowing that despite his difficulty in 
getting the words down, the pleasure in the process was present. The exercise was not in 
vain for him, and I felt a light come on for me that day, as well. The teaching of writing 
will be different for me in the future because of Tyler. I will not teach every concept 
simply to squeeze in the entire curriculum. Those "teachable moments" that often get 
shoved away are going to play a much larger role in the day-to-day workings of my 
classroom. I want to see what happened for Tyler happen for all of my students. Isn't 
that what I'm there for? Did I inspire Tyler with this writing activity? I would like to 
think so. What he doesn't know is that he inspired me, as well. 
Lisa Williams 





Fruitful Reflection on Teaching and Learning 
A new way of thinking about teaching is emerging in classrooms across America, 
as teachers begin to reflect in new ways about their teaching methods and their students' 
learning. As Goswami and Stillman note, "It goes by various names: 'teacher research,' 
'classroom inquiry,' 'naturalistic research,' 'action research,"' and it extends what they 
assert that all teachers have always done informally: "listened, observed, questioned, and 
hypothesized" (i). It offers teachers a powerful way of examining and evaluating the 
effectiveness of their teaching by combining teaching, reflecting, and researching. 
Although most educators think of teaching, reflecting, and researching as separate 
actions, in The Writing Teacher as Researcher, George Hillocks asserts that the three are 
all related. Traditionally, he notes, teachers tend to define teaching as something done "in 
front of a classroom," while reflection "is usually associated with an armchair--a 
philosophical activity." And for most, research, "carries the connotations of scientific 
activity" (15 ). 
In contrast, Hillocks believes that these are overlapping activities. Both teaching 
and researching, he states, have goals, involve observation, and predict results. Teachers 
learn from both teaching and research. And teachers need reflection, since it provides 
time to question goals, plan, practice, and develop methods of assessment (15-16). 
Teacher research provides a terrific means of integrating these three aspects of 
teaching lives in a way that can be very productive. But what exactly is "teacher 
I 
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research"? Marian Molu· defines "teacher research" as "inquhy that is intentional, public, 
voluntary, ethical, and contextual." 
First, teacher research, Mohr notes, is intentional in that the teacher researcher has 
a clear purpose in his or her examination of teaching and learning (Lecture at JSU). 
Perhaps the teacher wants to study the merits of using potifolios in the writing classroom 
or to examine the effect of peer response on student writing. In teacher research, the 
teacher selects an area of investigation that relates directly to his or her own classroom. 
Next, according to Mohr, teacher research is public, since the results are to be 
shared--through talk, demonstrations, articles on teaching. Teacher researchers, while 
working on questions directly related to their own classrooms, nevetiheless have findings 
that can benefit other teachers in similar situations (Lecture). Some of the most important 
recent books on teaching came directly from the powerful reflection on teaching that 
results from teacher research. One of the best known public products of teacher research 
is Nancie Atwell's In the Middle. As Atwell says, 
As researchers in the position ofpaiiicipant-observers, we are able to 
observe and describe, daily and minutely, the writing processes of our 
students. Because they are our students, we know them better than 
professional researchers do, we know them differently, we have a natural 
access to their learning behaviors, and we have most at stake in studies of 
their writing development. (92) 
And the vo/unta,y aspect is vital, too, since, as Molu· states, the teacher 
undetiakes research because he or she wants to investigate some aspect of learning 
Williams 135 
(Lecture). For most classroom teachers, traditional educational research is not a 
particularly appealing or useful pursuit, especially if it appears to overwhelm their 
teaching purposes. Teacher research is useful when it is an integral part of teaching, 
unde1iaken by choice to improve teaching, to test educational theories, or to evaluate 
teaching methods. 
The research must also be ethical, Mohr notes, with the teacher following ethical 
guidelines in the research process. Clearly, conducting classroom research should never 
interfere with children's learning. 
And finally, Mohr states, the research is contextual, within the classroom, where 
teachers have "a sense of place, a sense of history in the schools, "giving a unique 
perspective on learning (Lecture). Hubbard and Power describe the effect of research 
within the context of individual classrooms: "Using our own classrooms as laboratories 
and our students as collaborators, we are changing the way we work with students as we 
look at our classrooms systematically through research" (i). 
For teachers who are thinking of conducting teacher research, Leslie Patterson 
offers a series of steps to follow: 
1. Find a focus. 
2. Develop a design. 
3. Select the data sources 
4. Establish the rigor. 
5. Write the report. (24) 
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Most research begins with a research question which guides and focuses the 
investigation. One way to think about the research question is for teachers to think of the 
things they wonder about in their own classrooms. For instance, does using writing-to-
learn activities improve class participation? Can drawing be an effective prewriting 
exercise? Will modeling sentences improve sentence writing? 
Some other suggestions for getting started, for finding the needed focus in a 
teacher research project, are listed below: 
1. Keep a teaching journal for at least a week. 
2. Try brainstorming, comparing notes with colleagues. 
3. Be specific in your concerns. 
4. Once you have narrowed your area, write down your question, considering it a 
first draft. 
5. Focus your question, using these as stat1ers: 
What is the role of ... ? 
How do ... ? 
What procedure ... ? 
What happens when ... ? 
6. Give yourself plenty of time for the research. 
(Adapted from The Art a/Classroom Inqui1y by Hubbard and Powell 7-8) 
Several types of support or information can help teachers as they begin to work 
with teacher research, including reading books on teacher research, forming a support 
group of friends and teachers with similar interests, using the resources of the internet, 
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joining professional organizations that are interested in teacher research, and attending 
professional conferences and workshops. Choosing to become a teacher researcher is a 
natural next step for teachers who want to gain a deeper understanding of the interplay of 
teaching and learning. 
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Mohr, Marian. "Teacher Research." Jacksonville State University Writing Project 
Workshop. Jacksonville State U, 23 June 1999. 
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Patterson, Leslie. "Teaching, Researching, and Problem Solving." Teacher Research: 
From Promise to Power. Eds. Leslie Patterson, John C. Stansell, and Sharon Lee. 
Katonah: Owen, 1990. 22-36. 
Some Other Helpful Books on Teacher Research 
Bissex, Glenda and Richard H. Bullock. Seeing for Ourselves: Case-Study Research by 
Teachers of Writing. Pmismouth: Heinemann, 1987. 
Cochran-Smith, Marilyn and Susan L. Lytle. "Creating Communities for Teacher 
Reseach." Teacher as Writer: Entering the Professional Conversation. Karin L. 
Dahl, Ed. Urbana: NCTE, 1992, 280-291. 
MacLean, Marion S. and Marian Mohr. Teacher-Researchers at Work. Berkeley: 
National Writing Project, 1999. 
Myers, Miles. The Teacher-Researcher: How to Study Writing in the Classroom. 
Urbana: NCTE, 1985. 
Ray, Ruth. The Practice ofThe01y. Urbana: NCTE, 1993. 
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Allen, Janet. It's Never Too Late: Leading Adolescents to Lifelong Literacy. Portsmouth: 
Heinemann, 1995. 
Janet Allen's book provides practical strategies to assist students who have not 
found school a successful place. Through various creative approaches to reading and 
writing, Allen empowers teachers to overcome various obstacles when dealing with "at 
risk" students. Students can, for the first time, have positive experiences with reading 
and writing. Personal stories sprinkled through the book about Allen's own students 
provide further proof that it is really never too late to develop a love for learning. 
Maty Oliver 
Burke, Jim. The English Teacher's Companion: A Complete Guide to Classroom, 
Curriculum, and the Profession. Portsmouth: Heinemann, 1999. 
I was totally dismayed, upon reading this book, because it did not come out as I 
was beginning my career as a teacher of English. It would have, I think, become my bible 
for teaching. From the first chapter, in which Burke discusses "Construction, Occupation, 
Negotiation, and Conversation" as the basic elements of teaching and learning English to 
the chapters on assessment in which he gives practical examples of numerous assessment 
rubrics to the chapter on dealing with the "special students" in one's classroom, the 
information given in this book by this master teacher is invaluable AND extremely 
motivating. He has the right blend oftheo1y, practical advice, lesson and unit plans, and 
reference materials to make this book a must for teachers of English, at all levels, at all 
stages of their careers. Leaving "no stone unturned," he discusses such things as use of 
multimedia elements in the classroom, handling gender difference, use of service 
projects, ways to teach writing, all genres of literature, speaking, grammar, and all other 
elements of the English curriculum. Even the last pages of the book are wonderful. 
There is an EXTENSIVE list of references for teachers to use AND appendices 
containing, among other things, samples of Weekly Planners, Things to Do Before and 
After Reading, Litera1y Terms, Teacher Organization Checklists, and other helpful 
guides. The book is written in a commonsense, conversational style, and as books of 
pedagogy go, is a must-read. 
Gloria Horton 
Connors, Robe1t and Che1yl Glenn. The St. Martin's Guide to Teaching Writing. New 
York: St. Martin's Press, 1992. 
This book is a must-have for any teacher of freshman composition. Divided into 
three sections, it begins by addressing practical concerns for a first-time teacher of 
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writing, covering such subjects as developing a syllabus, conferencing, assessment, and 
day-to-day classroom routines. Section two examines various theoretical approaches to 
composition instruction and discusses their practical application in the classroom, 
offering wonderful suggestions for class activities. The third section is a collection of 
essays written by various authors dealing with the intersection of the01y and practice. 
Kelly Stulce 
Crafton, Linda K. Standards in Practice: Grades K-2. Urbana: National Council of 
Teachers of English, 1996. 
This book is written in an easy-to-read form describing successful teaching 
practices. Each new idea is presented in an evolving way, showing any common mistakes 
that teachers make as they change their curriculum. Definite ideas are presented to 
promote real-world learning and guide children into literature. Much of the information 
is given through a first grade teacher's viewpoint, but any elementary teacher could adapt 
the curriculum changes. 
Caryn Hyatt 
DeSteno, Nancy. "Parent Involvement in the Classroom: The Fine Line." Young 
Children. 55.3 (2000): 13-17. 
Nancy DeSteno enlightens the reader on the numerous ways to involve parents in 
their child's classroom. It includes ideas for parents who prefer to work in or out of the 
school setting. Despite the fact that it is written from a preschool-teacher's perspective, 
many of the ideas offered can be adapted to any grade level. 
Jennie Thomas 
Dodge, Liz and Liz Whaley. Weaving in the Women. P01ismouth: Boynton/Cook, 1993. 
Liz Dodge and Liz Whaley are high school language teachers who believe 
strongly in the use of more women authors in the teaching of literature. They advocate a 
more balanced teaching of male/female authors. They also believe that learning should 
be student centered. Social studies, science, and math teachers should aid in making 
education more inclusive and multicultural. At the end of each chapter, book lists are 
provided for possible classroom use and teacher resource. 
Marsha O'Barr 
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Fletcher, Ralph. What a Writer Needs. Portsmouth: Heinemann, 1992. 
Ralph Fletcher provides a magical way of getting at the heaii of writing. Fletcher 
writes of the teaching of writing as a writer, tracing his own writing·education and 
connecting the work through the education of students and teachers as writers into the 
arena of publishing. In "The Craft" section of the book, Fletcher delves into the use of 
time, voice, character, beginnings and endings, word usage, and tension. Fletcher truly 
explores the use of literary techniques for teachers and their students that write. In What 
a Writer Needs, he stresses the importance of a writer giving each thought its due and its 
due space. Fletcher is a writer, speaking as a writer. He definitely realizes that the ve1y 
essence of writing, as well as the teaching of writing, is a magical process which should 
be unleashed, not restrained. 
Teresa Johnson 
Gently, J. Richard. Spel ... Is a Four-Letter Word. New York: Scholastic, Inc., 1987. 
Richard Gentry has a unique insight into the myths of spelling, because he is a 
poor speller. His ten myths might be shocking to teachers of the old school. His first-
hand accounts of what works and what does not are easily spelled out in this book. This 
philosophy is backed by personal experience and research. 
Claire Dryden 
Gillis, Candida. Writing Outside the Lines. Portsmouth: Boynton/Cook, 1997. 
This books contains information about a woman who conducted her own writing 
project. She paired her students with another person to receive comments on their 
writing. The partners and the students write in any type of genre. The partners vaiy in 
age from younger children to grandmothers-basically, anyone who enjoys writing. The 
partners communicate only through comments written on the individual pieces. The 
participants say they gained a better understanding of their own writing by reading the 
comments. It is very important that these students are not required to do this project. 
They are part of a writing club that embarks on this journey to better their writing and 
read others' writing. This project can work at any grade level. 
Beverly Harlan 
Gunne1y, Sylvia. Just Write! Ten Practical Workshops for Successfiil Student Writing. 
Markham: Pembroke, 1998. 
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Just Write! Ten Practical Workshops for Successfiil Student Writing by Sylvia 
Gunnery presents teachers with methods for teaching writing to middle and high school 
students in a workshop format. Gunne1y's strategies are "based on extensive classroom 
teaching," and include motivation, case studies, student examples, mini-lessons, editing 
guidelines, and assessment suggestions. The strategies give comprehensive directions 
that engage students in all types of writing. Just Write! is an effective resource for 
teachers who want to encourage their students to write. 
Cynthia McDaniel 
Mazer, Anne, ed. Going Where I'm Coming From: Memoirs of American Youth, A 
Multicultural Anthology. New York: Persea Books, 1995. 
Any middle or high school teacher who wants to include discussions about 
multiculturalism in his or her classroom will find this collection valuable. Written for 
adolescents and adults, the book includes 14 autobiographies about growing up in a 
culturally diverse society. True stories about recent immigrants and native-born citizens 
are included, representing Africans, Hispanics, Europeans, and Asians in stories of 
tragedy and humor. The book begins and ends with stories the editor identifies as "key" 
pieces. "Wings" by Thylias Moss depicts an African-American child struggling with low 
expectations. "Thank You in Arabic" by Naomi Shihab Nye lets us share the experiences 
of a second-generation American who travels back to the homeland of her parents. These 
stories can help students identify with the richness of our American heritage and the 
struggles of those who have come here from other cultures. 
Anne Kerr 
Parsons, Les. Response Journals. Markham: Pembroke Publishers Limited, 1990. 
Parsons has written a useful book on journaling in the language arts class. He 
offers many suggestions on how to use journaling, including ways to evaluate media other 
than printed materials. Included is a chapter on Do's and Don't's for group discussions. 
Finally, he writes briefly about formative and summative evaluations. 
Sherri Shamwell 
Reddy, Maureen, Patty Jacobs, Caiyn McCrohon, and Leslie Rupeti Herrenkohl. 
Creating Scientific Communities in the Elementa,y Classroom. Portsmouth: 
Heinemann, 1998. 
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Based upon Russian psychologist Vygotsky's belief that social speech increases 
intellectual functioning, this book details the experiences of two teachers, in cooperative 
study with the Jacob Hiatt Center for Urban Education, and their strategies to enhance 
learning by creating a scientific community within the classroom. The integral activities 
of hands-on cooperative learning, science talk, and dialogue journals are employed to 
assist students in making connections between science in school and real world 
observations while developing scientific "habits of mind." 
Heidi Morgan 
Schuster, Charles I. "Climbing the Slippery Slope of Assessment: The Programmatic Use 
of Writing Portfolios." New Directions in Portfolio Assessment, Portsmouth, NH: 
Boynton/Cook, 1994. 314-324. 
Schuster uses his experiences at the University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee (UMW) 
as the basis for the discussion of difficulties that large-scale portfolio assessment 
introduces into a writing program, the challenges it poses for teachers of writing, and 
some plausible solutions for the concerns. 
UMW once required its undergraduate students to pass an English Proficiency 
Essay Exam to graduate. The exam required students to produce, in traditional blue book 
fashion, an argumentative essay in ninety minutes. The writing was scored holistically by 
composition instrnctors to determine if the student would graduate. In 1991, this 
situation changed, and the university began offering a four-semester writing sequence at 
the freshman level requiring a grade of C to progress to the next level. 
Schuster says that he and his colleagues struggle with significant problems in this 
method of portfolio assessment. The problems include the students' use of previously 
written essays; the appropriation of students' essays by instructors; and valid, reliable, 
and consistent holistic judgments. 
Schuster feels that the problems encountered at UMW are not unique and will 
continue to be of concern "as long as composition is certification, as long as it is the 
primary means by which [we] proclaim some are chosen-and some are not." He believes 
that portfolio assessment works best when determining a course grade, not graduation. 
Erika Clark 
Sipe, Rebecca. "Sweating the Small Stuff: When Spelling Is More Than Small Stuff." 
Middle School Mosaic. Urbana: National Council of Teachers of English, 2000. 
Rebecca Sipe addresses the issue of poor spelling in schools across America. 
While many educators feel as though spelling is a small pait of the overall writing 
process, Sipe has observed that some students cannot produce text as a result of poor 
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spelling. She implemented several strategies to address spelling concerns as well as to 
correct potential misspellings. She suggests that students examine their own frequently 
misspelled words before tackling those words they do not encounter often. She adds that 
support for poor spellers can be addressed in a variety of methods, but that instruction in a 
word stoty is paramount. 
Melissa Shields 
Tierney, Bob. Write to Learn Science. Arlington: National Science Teachers Association, 
1996. 
This is an excellent companion for a science teacher who wants to learn new 
techniques for effective writing in the classroom. The author is a graduate of the National 
Writing Project from California, so the ideas presented have been tested and "fine-tuned." 
The author discussed possible strategies for the first week of school, quick reviews, lab 
reports, and research papers. This is a great reference tool for a Writing Project graduate! 
Parham Cain 
Van Tassel-Baska, J. "Excellence as a Standard for All Education." Roeper Review 20 
(1997): 9-12. 
Excellence should be the goal of education according to Van Tassel-Baska. She 
defines excellence as success, achievement, and psychic growth. Her article examines 
individual habits, roles of the culture, relationships to mastery and performance, and 
equity. Furthermore, Van Tassel-Baska states that society must value education, learning, 
and hard work for excellence to be reached on an individual basis. The article also 
focuses on talented and gifted individuals. 
Amy Brown 
